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OSCIUS deceas’d, each high afpiring Play’r 
Puth’d all his int’reft. for the vacant chair, 
The bufkin’d Heroes of the mimic flare 
No longer ‘whine in love, and rant in rage; 
The monarch quits his throne, and condefcends 


Humbly to court the favour of his friends ; 


For pity’s fake tells undeferv’d mifhaps, 
And, their applaufe to gain, recounts his claps. 
Thus the vi€torious chiefs of ancient Rome, 


To win the mob, a fuppliant’s form affume, (0 
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In pompous ftrain fight o’er th’ extinguifh’d war, 


And fhew where honour bled in ev’ry fcar. 


But though bare Merit might in Rome appear _ 
The ftrongeft plea for favour, ’tis not here ; 
We form our judgment in another way ; 
And they will beft fucceed, who beft can pay : 
Thofe, who would gain the votes of Britith tribes, 
Muft add to force of Merit, force of bribes. 


| What can an actor give? in ev ry age 
af Cath hath been rudely banifh’d from the ftage ; 
Monarchs themfelves, to grief of ev’ry play’r, 
Appear as often as their image there : 
They can’t, like candidate for other feat, 
Pour feas of wine, and mountains raife of meat. 
Wine! they could bribe you with the world as foon, 
And of roaft beef, they only know the tune: 
-. But what they have they give; could Crive do more, ~ 
2 Though for each million he had brought home four? 


_SHUTER keeps open houfe at Southwark fair, ; 
4 And hopes the friends of humour will be there ; 
: | In 
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In Smithfield, Y ATEs prepares the rival treat 
For thofe who laughter love, inftead of meat ; 
Foote, at Old Houfe, for even Foote will be, 
In felf-conceit, an actor, bribes with tea; 
Which WiLkInson at fecond-hand receives, 


And at the New, pours water on the leaves, 


The town divided, each runs fev’ral ways, ~~ 
As paffion, humour, int’reft, party fways. 
Things of no moment, colour of the hair, 


Shape of a leg, complexion brown or fair,“ 2 


A drefs well chofen, or a patch mifplac’d, 


Conciliate favour, or create diftafte, ~ 


From galleries loud peals of laughter roll, 
And thunder SHUTER’s praifes,—he’s fo droll; 
Embox’d, the ladies muft have fomething {mart, 


Parmer! Oh! Paztmer tops the janty part. _ 


Seated in pit, the dwarf, with aching eyes, 
Looks up, and vows that BARRy’s out of fize; 
Whilft to fix feet the vig’rous ftripling grown, 

a 
ah 


Declares that GARRICK is another Coan, 7, 


os 
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“When place of judgment is by whim fupply’d, 
And our opinions have their rife in pride ; 
When, in difcourfing on each mimic elf, 
We praife and cenfure with an eye to felf; 
All muft meet friends, and AcKMAN bids as fair 


In fuch a court, as Garricx, for the chair. 


At length agreed, all fquabbles to decide, 
By fome one judge the caufe was to be try’d ; 
- But this their fquabbles did afreth renew, 
1, Who fhould be judge in fuch a triali—Who? 


For Jonnson fome, but Jonson, it was fear’d, 
Would. be too grave; and STERNE too oay appear’d; 
Others for FRANCKLIN voted: but ’twas known, | 
He ficken’d at all triumphs but his own; | 
For Conman many, but the peevifh tongue 
Of prudent Age found out that he was Young. 

For Murpuy fome few pi/f?ring wits declar’d, 
Whilft Fotty clapp’d her hands, and Wispom ftar’d. 


To mifchief train’d, e’en from his mother’s womb, 
9 Grown old in fraud, tho’ he in maniood’s bloom, 
Adopting 


—& Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer, - 
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Adopting arts, by which gay villains rife, 
And reach the’ heights, which honeit men defpife 3 


» Mute at the bar, and in the fenate loud, 


Dull ‘mongft the dulleft, proudeft. of the proud; 
A pert, prim, Prater of the northern -race, 

Guilt in his. heart, and famine in his face, 
Stood forth,—and thrice he wav’d his lilly hand— 
And thrice he twirl’d his tye—thrice ftrok’d his band— 


ee 


* At Friendfhip’s call (thus oft with trait'rous aim, en 
Men, void of faith, ufurp faith’s facred name) is 
<¢ At Friendfhip’s call I come, by Mureny fent, 
-*© Who thus by me developes his intent, 
« But lett, transfus'd, the Spirit fhould be loft, 
‘s© That Spirit which in ftorms of Rhet’ric toft, 


* 


§° In his own words his own intentions hear, 


--& Thanks to my friends. —But to vile fortunes born, 
© No robes of fur thefe fhoulders muft adorn, 

s¢ Vain your applaufe, no aid from thence I draw; - 
*¢ Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law? (O5S 
«« Twice (curs’d rememb’rance |) twice I ftrove to gain 

fs Admittance ‘mongft the law-inftructed train, < 
| B 3 . Who, 
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‘© Who, in the Tempe and Gray’s-Inn, prepare 
** For:client’s wretched feet the legal fnare ; 
*¢ Dead to thofe arts, which polifh and refine, 
** Deaf to all worth, becaufe that worth was Mine, 
‘“¢ Twice did thofe blockheads ftartle at my name, 
“¢ And foul rejection gave me up to fhame. 
“¢ To laws and lawyers then I bad adieu, 
g? “ And plans of far more lib'ral note purfue. 
_ & Who will may be a Judge—my kindling breatt 
“¢ Burns for that Chair which Roscius once pofle(s’d. 
“< Here give your votes, your int’reft here exert, 
** And let Succefs for once attend Defert.” 


With fleek appearance, and with ambling pace, 
And, type of vacant head, with vacant face, 
The Proteus Hinz put in his mode/? plea,— 
‘* Let Favour {peak for others, Worth for me.”— 
For who, like him, his various powers could call 
3 4 10 Into fo many fhapes, and fhine in all? 
Who could fo nobly grace the motley lift, 
Attor, Infpettor, Doétor, Botanifi? 
Knows any one fo well—fure no one knows,— 
At once to play, prefcribe, compound, compofe ? 
Who 


~ 
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Whocan—But Woopwarp came,—HILL flipp’d away, 


_ Melting, like ghofts, before the rifing day. 


With that dw Cunnine, which in fools fupplies, 
And amply too, the place of being wife, 
Which Nature; kind indulgent parent, gave 
To qualify the Blockhead for a Knave}; 120 
With that /mooth FausHoop, whofe appearance charms, 
And reafon of each wholfome doubt difarms, . 
Which to the loweft depths of guile defcends, 
By vileft means purfues the vileft ends, 
Wears Friendfhip’s mafk for purpofes of fpite, 
Fawns in the day, and Butchers in the night ;_ 
With that ‘malignant Envy, which turns. pale, 


And fickens, even if a friend prevail, 


‘Which merit and fuccefs purfues with hate, 


And damns the worth it cannot imitate; \%% 
With the cold Caurion of a coward’s fpleen, 
Which fears not guilt, but always feeks a fereen, 
Which keeps this maxim ever in her view— ! 
What's bafely done, fhould be done /afely too; 
With that dull, rooted, callous IMPUDENCE, 
Which, dead to fhame, and ev’ry nicer fenfe, 
B 4 Never 
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Ne’er bluth’d, unlefs, in {preading Vice’s ate 


She blunder’d on fome virtue unawares ; 

With all thefe bleflings, which we feldom find 
uD Lavifh’d by Nature on, ove happy. mind, 

A Motley Figure, of the Frissie Tribe, 


Which Heart can fearce conceive, or pen defcribe, - 


Came /imp’ring on; to afcertain whofe fex 


| Twelve, fage, zmpanell'd Matrons would perplex. 


Nor Male, nor Female; Neither, and yet both; 
a Of Neuter Gender, tho’ of | lrifh growth ; 
A fix-foot fuckling, mincing in Its gait ; 
Affeéted, peevith, prim, and delicate; 
_ Fearful Jt feem’d, tho’ of Athletic make, 
‘WOLeft brutal breexes fhould too roughly fhake 
dis tender form, and ./avage motion {pread, 
O’er Its pale cheeks, the horrid manly red, 


Much did /¢ talk, in Jts own pretty phrafe, 
Of Genius and of Tafte, of Play’rs. and Plays 5 


Much too of writings, which /¢/e/f had wae : 


- OF fpecial merit, tho’ of little note; .- 
For Fate, in a ftrange humour, had decreed 
That what J+ wrote, none but Jéifelf fhould read ; 


Much 
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Viaidle too It chatter’d of Dramatic Laws, 

| Misys dzing Critics, and mifplae’d applaufe; / bes 

: ‘Then, with a felf-complacent jutting air,” | 

Tt fnil’d, Tt finirk’d, It-wriggled to the chairs... 
And, with an-aukward brifknefs not sown, 
Looking around, and. perking on the throne, 
Triumphant feem’d, when. that ftrange favage Dame, 
Known but ‘to few, or only known by name, | 
Plain ComMMON SENSE appear’d, by Nature there 
Appointed, with plain TrRutTH, to guard the chair, 
~The Pageant faw, and blafted with her frown, 
Tes lts’ firft fate “of. eee melted down. ie, 
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Nor thall the Mus SE "ier even fers the pride 
Of this vain Nothing fhall ‘be inortified) 
Nor fhall the Muse (fh uld.. ate ordain her rimes, 


Fond, pleafing thought! to live in after-times) 
With fuch a Trifler’s name her pages blot ; 
Known be the Character, the Thing forgot ; 
Let Jt, to difappoint each future aim, 
Live without Sex, and die without a name! 
Cold- Sinead Sadie. by enervate fires 
Scarce hammer’d out, when Nature's feeble fires i oi 
Glimmer’d 
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Glimmer’d their laft ; whofe fluggith blood, half froze, 
Creeps lab’ring thro’ the veins; whofe heart ne'er glows 
With fancy-kindled heat:—A fervile race, 

Who, in mere want of fault, all merit place ; 

Who blind obedience pay to ancient fchools, 

Bigots to Greece, and flaves to mufty rules ; 

With folemn confequence declar’d that none 

Could judge that caufe but SopHoc es alone. 


Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd, 
\9 Obfequious to the facred di@ate, bow'd. 


When, from amidft the throng, a Youth ftood forth, 
Unknown his perfon, not unknown his worth ; 
His leok befpoke applaufe; alone he ftood, 
Alone he ftemm’d the mighty critic flood. 
He talk’d of ancients, as the man became’: 
Who priz’d our own, but envied not their fame; 
With noble rev’rence fpoke of Greece and Rome, 


_ And fcorn’d to tear the Jaurel from the tomb. 


“¢ But more than juft to other countries erown, 
K* .Muft we turn bafe apoftates to our own? 
© Where do thefe words of Greece and Rome excel, 
© That England may not pleafe the ear as well ? 
| «© What 
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** What mighty magic’s in the place or air, 

‘¢ That all perfection needs muft centre there ? 
‘* Tn flates, let flrangers blindly be preferr’d ; 
<< In ftate of letters, Merit fhould be heard. 

“< Genius is of no country, her pure ray 

‘¢ Spreads all abroad, as gen’ral as the day ; 

- & Foe to reftraint, from place to place the flies, 
as And may hereafter e’en in Holland rife. | 210 

“© May not (to give a pleafing fancy fcope, 

<¢ And chear a patriot heart with patriot hope) 

“* May not fome great extenfive genius raile 

“© The name of Britain ’bove Athenian praife ;. 

© And, whilft brave thirft of fame his bofom warms, 

<¢ Make England great in Letters as in Arms? "— 

«¢ There may—there hath—and SHakxEsPEARE’s mufe afpires 
‘© Beyond the reach of Greece; with native fires 


“¢ Mounting aloft, he wings his daring flight, 


“ WhilftSopHocxes belowftandstrembling at his height. 


‘© Why fhould we then abroad for judges roam, 
** ‘When abler judges we may find at home? 
“* Happy in tragic and in comic pow’rs, | 
<¢ Have we not SHAKESPEARE ?—Is not JOHNSON ours? 


_ * For them, your nat’ral judges, Britons, vote ; 


¢ ‘They'll judge like Britons, who like Britons wrote,” 


390 
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He faid, and conquer’d—Senfe refum’d her fway, 
And difappointed:pedants ftalk’d away. 
SHAKESPEARE and JOHNSON, ‘with deferv’d applaufe, 
ey HOJoint-judges were ordain’d to try.the caufe. 
Mean-time the ftranger ev’ry voice employ’d, 


To afk or tell his‘name—Whoiis it?——-Lioyp. 


Thus, when the aged friends of Jos ftood mute, 
And, tamely prudent, gave up the difpute, | 
Exruv, with the decent warmth of youth, 
Boldly ftood forth the advocate of ‘Truth ; ; 
Confuted Falfhood, and difabled pride, 
Whilft baffled age ftood fnarling at his fide. 


The day of tryal’s fix’d, nor any fear 
: aio Left day of tryal fhould be put off bape 
. Caufes but feldom for delay can call! . 


In courts where forms are few, fees none at all, 


= "Phe morning came, nor find J that the fun, 
As he on other great events hath done, 
Put on a brighter robe than what he wore 
To go his journey in the day before. i 
| Ful 
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Full in the centre of a fpacious plain, 
On plan entirely new, where nothing vain, 
Nothing magnificent appear’d, but Art, : 
With decent modefty perform’d her part, 5D 
Rofe a tribunal: from no other court 
It borrow’d.ornament, or fought fupport : 
No juries here were pack’d to kill or clear, 
No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here; 
No gownfmen, partia! ‘o a client’s caufe, 
To their own purpofe tun’d the pliant laws, 
Each judge was true and fteady to his truft, 
As MansFIELp wife, and as old Fosrer juft, 

In the firft feat, in robe of various dyes, — 
A noble wildnefs flafhing from his eyes, 22) | 
Sat SHAKESPEARE.—In one hand a wand he bore, 
For mighty wonders f m’d in days of yore; 
The other held a globe, which to his will 
Obedient turn’d, and own’d the mafter’s {kil : 
Things of the nobl ft kind his genius drew, 
And look’d through Nature at a fingle view : 
A loofe he gave to his unbounded foul, 
And taught new lands to rife, new feas to roll ; 

Call’d 
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Call’d into being fcenes unknown before, 


Sale And, pafling Nature’s bounds, was fomething more. 


Next JoHNnson fat, in ancient learning train’d, 
_ His rigid Judgment Fancy’s flights reftrain’d, 
Correétly prun’d each wild luxuriant thought, 
Mark’d.out her courfe, nor fpar’d a glorious fault. 
The book of man he read with niceft art, 
And ranfack’d all the fecrets of the heart ; 
Exerted Penetration’s utmoft force, 
And trac’d each paflion to its proper fource ; 
Then, ftrongly mark’d, in livelieft colours drew, 
ve And brought each foible forth to publick view. 
The Coxcomb felt a lafh in ev’ry word, | 
And fools, hung out, their brother fools deterr’d. 
His comic humour kept the world in awe, | 
And Laughter frightened Folly more than Law. 


But, hark !—The trumpet founds, the crowd gives way, 
And the proceffion comes in juft array. 


Now fhould I, in fome fweet poetic line, 
Offer up incenfe at Aro.1o’s fhrine; 


Invoke 
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Invoke the mufe to quit her calm abode, 

And waken mem’ry with a fleeping ode. 24a 
For how fhould mortal man, in mortal verfe, 
Their titles, merits, or their names rehearfe? 
But give, kind DULLNEss, memory and rime, 


We'll put off Genius till another time, 


Firt, ORDER came,—with folemn ftep, and flow, 
In meafur’d time his feet were taught to go. 
Behind, from time to time, he caft his eye, 
Left This fhould quit his place, That ftep awry. 
Appearances to fave his only care ; | 
So things feem right, no matter what they are, 22 
In him his parents faw themfelves renew’d, 


Begotten by Sir Critic on Saint PRUDE, 


Then came Drum, Trumpet, Hauthoy, Fiddle, Flute ; 
Next Snuffer, Sweeper, Shifter, Soldier, Mute: 
Legions of Angels all in white advance; 
Furies, all fire, come forward in a dance ; 
Pantomime figures then are brought to view, 
Fools hand in hand with Fools, go two by two. 
Next came the Treafurer of either houfe ; | 
One with full purfe, t’other with not a fous. See 
Behind, 
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Behind, a group of figures awe create, 3 
set off with all th’ impertinence of ftate ; 
By lace and feather confecrate to fame, 


Expletive Kings, and Queens without a name. © 


Here Havarn, all ferene, in the fame firains, — ) 
Loves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complains ;. 
His eafy vacant face proclaim’d a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, nor impart. © 
With him came mighty Davies. On my life, 
#3, jg That Davies hath a very pretty wife :— 
~"" Statefman all over !—In plots famous grown !— 
He mouths a fentence, as curs mouth a bone. 


Next HoLtanp came.—With truly tragic flalk, 
He creeps, he flies.—-A Hero fhould not walk, 
"As if with heav’n he warr’d, his eager eyes 
Planted their batteries ag-inft the fkies, 
Attitude, Aion, Air, Paufe, Start, Sigh, Groan, 
He borrow’d, and made ufe of as his own. 
By fortune thrown on’ any other ftage, 
AL tle might, perhaps, have pleas’d an eafy age ; 
But now appears a copy, and no more, 
Of fomething better we have feen before. 
| The 
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The aétor who would build’afolid fame, oe. 
Mutt imitation’s férvile arts’ difclaim ; 

A&_ from himteif, on his own bottom ftand ; 
I hate e’en Garrick thus at ‘eondchaind, 


Behind came K iwo.—Bred up in modeft lore, 
Bafhful and young he fought Hibernia’s fhore ; 
Hibernia, fam’d, ’bove ev’ry other’ grace, ORAS og 
For matchlefs intrepidity of face. $Y Osi js . 
From Her his Features caught the gén’rous flame, A 
And bid defiance to all fenfe of fhame. | =. ; 
-'Tutor’d by Her all. rivals to furpafs, — es sot : 
*Mongft Drury’s fons he « comes, and fhines in BRASS, 4 

' « 3 = 

Lo YareEs !—Without the leaft fineffe “of art” ae 
. He gets applaufe '—-T with he’d get ‘his’ pace bad ag ‘S 
When hot impatience is in full career, ) 45 
_ How vilely ce Hark’e! Hartke!” grates the ear? oe: 
“When active fancy froth the brain is fent, ? 
‘And ftands ontip-toe for fome wifh’d event, ses! 2 
I hate thofe carelefs blunders which rocalbsa vO Ee 
Sufpended fenfe, and_ prove it: fidion all. | 
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In evatoam of low and neideae mould, 
Where nature’s coarfeft features we behold, 
Where, deftitute of ev’ry decent grace, 
_ Unmanner’d jefts are blurted in your face, 
There Yares with juftice ftri& attention draws, 
Aas truly from himfelf, and gains. applaufe. 
But when, to pleate himfelf or charm his wife, 
a0 He aims at fomething: in politer life, 
When, blindly thwarting Nature’s ftabborn plan, 
He treads the ftage, by way of gentleman, i 
‘The Clown, who.no one touch of breeding knows,’ 
Looks like Tom Err anp drefs'd in CLincwer’s cloaths. 
Fond of his drefs,. fond of his perfon grown, 
Laugh’d at by all; and to himfelf unknown, 
From-fide to fide he firats,' he fmiles, he prates, 
: And feems to. wonder. what's) — a 


“Woonwaan,. daqotd: saith various. tricks sof faee;= 
al Great matter in the {cience of grimace, | 
From Ireland ventures, fav’rite of the town,. 
Lur’d by the pleafing profpect of renown; ~ 
A {peaking Harlequin, made up of whim, 
Bie twifts, he twines, he tortures ev'ry limb, 
Res | = Plays | 
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Plays to the eye with a mere monkey’s art, 


And leaves to fenfe the conqueft of the heart. 
We laugh indeed, but on reflection’s birth, 


- | ‘We wonder at ourfelves, and curfé our mirth, 


His walk of parts he. fatally mifplac’d, 

And inclination fondly took for tafte ; IS i 
“Hence hath the town fo often feen difplay’d. 
Beau in Burlefque, High Life in Mafquerade. 


But when bold Wits, not fuch as patch up plays, ~ 
Cold and-corre&t, in thefe infipid days, 
Some comic character, ftrong featur’d, vert 
To probability’ s extremeft verge, | 
- Where modeft judgment her decree fufpends, 
And for a time, nor cenfures, nor commends, 
- Where critics can’t determine on the fpot, 
Whether it is in nature found or not, 346 
Tiere WooDWwaRD fafely fhall his pow’rs exert, 
‘Nor fail of favour where he thews defert. 
Hence he in Bobadil fuch praifes bore, 

Such worthy praifes, Kitely fearce had more. 


By turns transform’d into all kind of fhapes, 
Conftant to none; Foore laughs, cries, ger. and fer apes: 
| C.2 Now 


ag 
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Now in the centre, now in van or rear,. 

The Proteus fhifts, Bawd, Parfon, teablie: 
His ftrokes of humour, ‘and his burfts of {port 
Are all contained in this one word, Diffort. 


Doth a man ftutter; a ‘cou or halt ¢ re 


Mimics draw humour out of Nature’s fault. 


_ With perfonal defects their. mirth adorn,, 


And hang misfortunes out to public fcorn. 


By en 1, whom. Nature caft in hideous mould, 


Whom, having made, the trembled to behold, 
Beneath the load of mimicry may groan, 


~ _ And find that Nature’s errors are my own. 


Re 


MO 


Shadows behind of Foore and WoopWARD came; 
Q WILKINSON this, OBRIEN was that name. 
Strange to relate, but wonderfully true, _. 
That even fhadows have their thadows toa! 
With not a fingle comic pow’r endu’d, 


The firft a mere mere mimic’s mimic ftood. - 


The laft, by Nature form’d to pleafe,» who thows, 3 


In Jounson’s Stephen, which way Genius gTOWS, | 


Self quite put off, affects, with too much art, 
To put on W oopwarp in each mangled part ; 
: Adopts 
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Axdopts his. fhrug, his wink, his ftare;. nay, more, 
His voice, -and croaks; for Woopwarp croak’d-before. F320 | 
When a dull copier fimple grace negle&s,. : 
And refts his Imitation in Defects, yah - 
We readily forgive ; but fuch vile arts 

Are double euilt in men of real,parts. 


By Nature form’d in her perverfeft mood, 

: With no one requifite of Art endu’d, 

_ Next Jackson came.—Obferve that fettled alilies? 
Which better {peaks a Puppet than a Play’ i; 


Lift to’that voice—did ever Discorp hear 


Sounds fo well fitted to her untun’d ear? 430. 
When; to enforce fome very tender part, — TE 
The right hand fleeps by inftiné on the heart, 
His foul, of every other thought bereft, 

- Ts anxious only where to place the left.; 

He {obs and pants.to footh his weeping fpoufe, 

To footh his weeping mother, turns and apgings 
Aukward, embarrafs’'d, ftiff, without the fkill 

Of moving gracefully, or ftanding ftill, 

~ One leg, as if fafpicious of his brother, 

Defirous feems to run away from t’other. {¥ &} : 
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Some errors, handed down from age to age, 
Plead Cuftom’s force, and ftill poffefs the ftage. 
That’s vile—fhould wea parent’s faults adore, 
And err, becaufe our fathers err’d before ? 
If, inattentive to the author’s mind, os 
Some actors made the jeft they could not find, 
If by low tricks they marr’d fair Nature’s mien, 
And blurr’d the graces of the fimple fcene, 
Shall we, if reafon rightly is employ’d, 
ities fee their faults, or feeing not avoid j ; 
When FaxsrarrF ftands: detected in a lye, 
Why, ‘without meaning, rowls Love’ s glafly eye? | 
Why ?—There’s no caufe—at leaft no caufe we know— 
It was the Fafhion twenty years ago. 
Fafhion—a word which knaves and fools. may ufe 
Their knavery and folly to excufe. . 
To copy beauties, forfeits all pretence 


_ To fame—to copy faults, is want of fenfe. 


Yet (tho’ in fome. particulars he fails, 
if y8Some few particulars, where MopEr prevails) 
’ x If in. thefe hallow’d times, when fober, fad, 
All GenrLEMEN are melancholy mad, 
soe When 
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When ’tis not deem’d fo great.a crime by half 

To violate a vettal, as to laugh, ~ 

Rude mirth may hope prefumptuous to engage 
An A@ of Toleration for the flage, 
And courtiers will, like reafonable creatures, 

Sufpend vain Fafhion, and unferew their features, ta 

Old FALSTATF, play’d ty Love, fhall pleafe once more, 


And humour fet the audience in a roar, 4 7; ) 


Aétors I’ve feen, and of no vulgar name, 
Who, being from one part pofiefs’d of fame, 
Whether they.are to laugh, cry, whine, or psi 
Still introduce that fav’rite part in all, ; 
Here, Love, be cautious—ne’er be thou ike ‘do 
To call in that wag FALSTAFF’s dang’ rous aid 
Like Gotus of old, howe’er he feems a friends. 
He'll feize that throne, you with him: to defend. 
In a peculiar mould by Humour caft, 
For FALSTAFF fram’d—Himéelf, the Firft sees laft,- ge Se 
He ftands aloof from: all—maintains his {tate; 
And fcorns, like Scot/s nen, tO aflimilate, 
Vain all difeuife—too plain we fee the trick, 
Tho’ the Knight wears the weeds of Dominic, 
C 4 And 


- 


| ef Tih E-Rewse BAD 
And BoNnIFACE, difgrac’d,: betrays the fmack,. 


In ANNo Domini, of FALsTAFF’s fack. 
. o \ - 


Arms crofe'd, brows bent, eyes fix’d, feet marching flow; 
A band of malecontents'with fpleen ° reflow | 
- Wrapt in-conceit’s impenetrable fog, 

: gs Pride, like Phoebus, draws from ev’ry bog, 
. They curfe the managers, and curfe the town, 


Whofe partial favour keeps fuch Baa. down, 


But if fome man, more hardy ae the reft, 
Should dare attack thef © gnatlings in their nett ; 
- At-once they rife with impotence of rage, 
Whet their fmall ftings, and buzz about the ftage. 
<‘ *Tis breach of privilege !—Shall any dare 
** ‘To-arm fatyric truth againtt a play'r? . 
= Prefcriptive rights we plead time out of mind; 
WYO Adtors, unlath's themfelves, may lath mankind,” 


- What! thall Opinion then, of nature free. 

- And lib’ral as the vagrant air, agree 

To rut i in chains like thefe, impos’d by inde 
Which, lefs than nothing, ape the pride of kings? | 
) | No 
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No—though half-poets with half. players join 
To Car the freedom of each honeft line; 
Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek; . 
What the mufe freely thinks, fhe’ll freely fpeak. 
‘With jut difdain of ev’ry paltry fneer, 
Stranger alike to: flattery and fear, SD. = 
In purpofe fix’d, and to herfelf a rule, : 

Public Contempt fhali wait the Public Fool. 


Austin would always gliften in Frerich filks, 
AcCKMAN would Norris. be, and PACKER Wilks, 
For who; like Ackman, can with humour pleafe? | 
“Who can, like PACKER, chatm-with [prightly eafe?- 
Higher than all the reft, fee BRA nsey ftrut: . 
A mighty Gulliver in Lilliput! — 
: Ludicrous nature! which at once could thew 


A man fo very High, fo very Low, — S24) ) 


If I forget thee, Brakes, or if I fay 
_Aught hurtful, may I never fee thee play. 

Let critics with a fupercilious air, 

Decry thy various merit, and declare 

_ Frenchman is ftill at top;—but {corn that-rage 
Which, in attacking thee, attacks the age. 
| French 
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French follies, univerfally embrac’d, 
At once provoke our mirth, and form our tafte, 


Long, from a nation ever hardly ar 2 

4 OO At random cenfur’d, wantonly abus’d 
Have BRITONS drawn their fport, ‘iia partial view 
Form’d gen’ral notions from the rafcal few; 
Condemn’d a people, as for vices known, 
Which, from their country banith’d, feek our own. 
At length, howe’er, the flavith chain is broke, 
And Senfe, awaken’d, {corns-her ancient yoke : 
‘Taught by Thee, Moony, -we now learn to raife - 
Mirth from their foibles ; from their virtues, praife. 


Next came the legion, which our Summer BAY By 
ee rom Alleys, here and there, contriv’d to raife, | 
Fluth’d with vat al and certain to fucceed, 
With Wrrs who cannot write, and fearce can read. 
Vet’rans no more fupport the rotten caule, 
No more from Exiror’s worth they reap applaufe, 
Each on himfelf determines to rely, 
Be YATES difbanded, and let ELiiot fly. 
Never did play’rs fo well an Author fit, 
_ "Fo Nature dead, and foes declar’d to Wit. 
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So loud each ‘tongue, fo empty was ‘each heady: 
So much they talk'd, fo very little faid, 500 
So wond’rous dull, and yet fo wond’rous vain, 

At once fo-willing, and unfit to’ reign, 

That Reafon fwore, nor would the.oath recall, 
Their mighty Mafter’s foul inform’d them all. 


As one with various difappointments fad, 

Whom Dullnefs only kept from being mad, , 

Apart from all the reft great MurpHy came— 
Common to: fools and wits, the rage. of fame, 

What tho’ the fons of Nonfenfe hail. him Sirk, 
AupiTor, Aurior, MAnaceR, and SQUIRE, ae 
His reftlefs foul’s ambition ftops not. there, | 
To make his triumphs perfect, dubb him Piay’R, 


In perfon tall, a figure form’d to pleafe, 
If Symmetry could charm, depriv’d of eafe; 5; 
When motionlefs he ftands, we all approve ; | 
What pity tis the THING was made to move. 


His voice, in one dull, deep, unvaried found, 
Seems to break forth from caverns under ground. . 
From 


8S THE BOSC LAID: 
From hollow cheft the low fepulchral note - 
a i paeeeie 0 hearty ‘oiad scene in his sine 


Could authors eal sive an actor grace, 
Ail muft to him refign the foremoft place. 
~ When he attempts; in fome one fav’rite part, 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart, | 
His honeft features the difguife defy, 
And his face loudly gives his tongue: the:lye.. 


«Still in: exetremes;: he’ Siscont no happy paeans 

_ Or raving mad, or ftupidly ferene. te Aine . 

In cold-wrought feenes the lifelel actor flags, 
— SYAln paffion, tears the paflion into rags. | 

Can none remember ?—Yes—I know all muft— 

- ‘When in the Moor ‘he ‘ground his teeth to, duft, 
When o’er the ftage he Foiry’s ftandard bore, | 
Whilft Common-Sensz ftood trembling at the door. 


‘How few are found with real talents blefs’d, 
Fewer with Nature’s gifts contented. reft. 
Man from his {phere eccentric {tarts aftray ; 
All bunt for fame; but moft miftake the way. 
7 Bred 
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Bred at St. Omer’s to the Shuffling trade, 
The ‘hopeful youth a Jefuit might have made, 54 3) 
With various readings ftor’d his empty fkull, 
Learn’d without fenfe, and venerably dull; 
Or, at fome Banker’s defk, like many more, 
Content to tell; that two and two. make four, © 
His name: had ftood in Cry. ANNALS fair, 


“And PRuDENT DuLLNEss mark’d him for a Maven. 


What then could tempt thee, ina: ‘critic age,’ 
_ Such blooming hopes to forfeit ona flage? 

Could it be worth thy wond’rous watte’ of pains — 
To publifh to the world thy lack of brains ? f, 
Or might not reafon e’en to thee have fhewn Lae? 


Thy greateft -praife: had been to live unknown ? 3 
| Yet Jet. not vanity, like thine, defpair:: | 
Fortune makes F olly her peculiar care.. ' 


| A vacant throne high-plac’d in SMITHFIELD view, — 
‘To facred Duiiness and her FIRST-BORN race 
Thither with hafte in happy hour repair, 
Thy birth-right. claim, nor fear a rival there. 
-SuurTeR himéelf thall own thy jufter claim, | 
And venaL Lepcers puff their Murpuy’s name, (ud Us 
| Whit ~ 
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Whilft Vaucuan or Dapper, call him which you will, | 


Shall blow the trumpet, and give out the bill, 


There rule fecure from critics and from fenfe, 
Nor once fhall Genius rife to give offence; ; 
Eternal peace fhall blefs the happy fhore, | 


| And LITTLE FacTIons break thy reft no more, 


From Covent-Garpbewn crowds promifcuous go, 
Whom: the: mufe-knows: not, nor defires to know, 
Vet’rans they feem’d,, but knew EERE Bre sie 

wp Te armas: they never’ bore: : 
sike nfter militia train’d to fight, - 
They fearcely knew the left hand: from the right. 
Afham’d among: fuch troops to: thew the head, 
‘Their Chiefs were featter’d, and their Heroes fled. 


Sparks at his glafs fat comfortably down 
_ ‘Fo fep’rate frown from fimile, and fmilefrom frown; 
.  SMIPH, the genteel, the airy, and-the fart, | 
SMITH was juft gone to {chool to fay his part; 
Ross (a misfortune which we often: meet ) 
opr faft afleep at- dear SURTIBA! s feet’; 


SPAPIRA, ~ 


— 
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STATIRA, with: her hero to agree, | 


Stood on “her feet as: faft afleep: as he; 


Mack in, wholargely deals in half-form’d founds, 
Who wantonly tranfgrefies Nature’s bounds, - 
Whole Adting’s hard, affected, and conftrain’d, 
Whofe features; as each: other theg:difdain’d, 
At variance fet, inflexible and coarfe, 

Ne’er know the workings. of ‘united force, 

Ne’er kindly: foften. to: each: other’s: aid, oe 
Nor fhew the mingled pow’rs of light: and: ali tO . 
No longer for a thanklefs ftage concern’d, — z 


To woithier thoughts his mighty Genius turn’d, - 


Harangu’d, gave Le@ures, made’ cach: fimple elf - 


~ Almoft as good a fpeaker as himfelf; 
_ Whilft the whole town, mad» with miftaken zeal, 


An aukward: rage for Erocuriow feel; — 
Dull Cirs and grave Divines: his*praife proclaim, — 
And join. with SHERIDAN’ s their Mack 11n’s es 


SHUTER, who never car’d a fingle pin 


Whether he left ‘out nonfenfe, or put in; (50 


Who aim’d at wit, tho’, levell’d: in the dark, 


The random arrow feldom hit the mark, 


At Iflington, all by the placid. ftream = s. 


Where city fwains in lap of Dullnefs dream, 
: | | - Where, 


/ 


@ THS3Resecee yd 


Where, quiet as her ftrains their ftrains do flow, 
That all the,patron by the bards:may know; 
Secret as. night, with ‘Rox'r’s experienc’d aid, 


The plan of future- operations laid, 


Projected fchemes the: fummer months to chear, 


. 


a And fpin out happy Folly —— the: year. 


But think not, though thefe daftard-chiefs are fled, 
That Covent-GarbEN troops fhall want a head ; 
HARLEQUIN comes their, chief !—fee from afar, 

‘The hero feated: in. fantaftic car! 

"Wedded to Novelty, his only arms. 

Are, wooden fwords, wands, talifmans, and charms ; 
On one fide Folly fits, by fome call’d Fun, 
And_ on: the other, his Seeeerenes Lun. 
Behind, for liberty a-thirft in Vain; spe. bse 

. & \0s ENSE, helplefs captive, drags the galling gen. 
Six rude mif-fhapen beafts the chariot draw, 
Whom Reafon loaths, and Nature never faw, 
Monfters, with tails of ice, and heads of fire; 
Gorgons, and Hydras, and Chymeras dire. 
Each was Beltrode by full as monftrous wight, 
Giant, Dwarf, Genius, EIf, Hermaphrodite, — 
The 
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The Town, as ufual, met him:in full-cty; — 

The Town, as ufual, knew no reafon why. 

But Fathion .fo direéts, and Moderns. raife Ig 
Oa Fafhion’s mowdd’ring bafe their tranfient praife. : L&e 


Next,to the field a band of females draw) 
Their force; for Britain owns no Salique Law: 
Juft to their worth, we female rights admit, 


Nor bar their claim to empire or to wit. 


= Firft, gigeling, plotting chamber-maids arrive, | 
Hoydons and romps, led on by Gen’ral Crive. | 

In fpite of outward blemifhes, (fe fhone 

For Humour fam’d, and Humour all her own. A 
Eafy, as if at Home, the ftage the tred, | =! 
Nor fought ‘the. critic’s praife, nor fear’d his rad AO 
Original in fpirit and in eafe, 

She pleas’d by hiding all attempts to pleafe. ~  _ 
No comic aétrefs ever yet could raife, | 


On Humour’s bafe, more merit or more praife. 


With all the-native vigour of fixteen, — 
_ Among the merry troop confpicuous feen 
Vou, I, ~D oa: See 
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See lively Pore advance in jigy and trip’ 


_ Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip. 


age 


Not without Art, but yet to Nature true, 

She charms the town with humour juft, yet new. 
Chear’d by her promife, we the lefs deplore 

The fatal time when Curve fhall ‘be no more, 


Lo! VincenT comes—with fimple grace array’d, 
She laughs at paltry arts, and fcorns parade. | : 
Nature through her is by reflection fhewn, 

Whilft Gay once more knows Poiiy for his owh. 


Talk not to mé of diffidence and fear— 
I fee; it all, but muft forgive it here. | 
Defests like thefe which modef? terrors caufe, : 


: Wo! From Impudence itfelf extort applaufe. 


Candour and Reafon ftill take Virtue’s part; 


We love. e’en foibles in fo good an heart, 


Let Tommy ARNE, with ufual pomp of file, 
Whofe chief, whofe only merit’s to compile, 


Who, meanly pilf’ring here and there a bit, 


Deals mufic out as Murpny deals out Wit, 
--Publith 
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Publith propofals, laws for tafte prefcribe, | 
And chant the praife of an Iraziaw tribe ; 
| Let him reverfe kind Nature’s firft decrees, ey 
- And teach e’en Brent a method not to pleafe; 1 
But never fhall a Truty Bririsn Age, | 
Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the tage, i 
The boafted work’s called NATIONAL in vain, 
If one ITALIAN voice pollutes the ftrain. 
Where tyrants rule, and flaves with joy obey, 
Let flavith minftrils pour th’ enervate lay ; 
To Britons far more noble pleafures fpring, 
In native notes whilft BEARD and Manchin: fing. ; 


“Might sede give a title unto fame, 
What rival fhould with Yares difpute her ai 30 
But juftice may not partial trophies raife, 
Nor fink the A@refs in the Womian’s praife, 
‘Still hand in hand her words and a@ions go, 
And the heart feels more than the features: fhow: 
’ For, through the regions of that beauteous face, 
We no variety of paffions trace} 
Dead to the foft emotions of the heart, 
No kindred foftnefs can thofe eyes impart ; , 
= D 2 The 
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' The brow, ftill fix’d in forrow’s fullen frame, - 


yO of pom marks all parts the fame. 


Ww hat's’ a fine perfon, or a beauteous face; 
Unlefs deportment gives them decent grace é ? 
Blefs’d with all other requifites to pleafe,: 
Some want the ftriking elegance of Eafe ; 
The curious eye their aukward movement tires ; 
They feem like puppets led about by wires.. 
Others, like ftatues, in one pofture ftill, 

Give great ideas of the workman’s fkill; — 


Wond'ring, his art we praife the more we view, 


a 0 And only grieve he gave not motion too. 


og With Beauty’s fofteft magic holds difcourfe, 


Weak .of themfelves’are what’ we beauties call, 

It is.the manner which gives ftrength’ to all. © 

This teaches ev’ry beauty to unite, — % 

And brings them forward in the nobleft light. 

Happy i in this, behold, amidft the throng, - 

With tranfient — of. Brace, Harr. fweeps along. 


If-all the wonders of seeesivetal grace, vie 
fhe perfon finely turn’d, a mould of face, 


Where, Union rare, Expreffion’s lively force 


Attrra&® 
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Attract the eye; if feelings, void of art, | 
~ Rouze the quick paffions, and enflame the heart ; 
If mufic, fweetly breathing from the tongue, 
Captives the ear, Bripe muft not pafs unfung. - 


_ When fear, ‘which rank ill-nature terms conceit, 
Py time and cuftom conquer’d, fhall retreat ; 

3 When judgment, tutor’d by experience fage, 

Shall thoot abroad, and gather ftrength from age; 

When heav’n in mercy fhall the ftage releafe 

From the dull flumbers of a ftill-life piece ; y ie § os 

"When fome ftale flow’ it, difgraceful to the walk, 

Which long hath hung, tho” wither’d on the ftalk, ~ 

Shall kindly:drop, then Brip# fhall make: her ways, ate ae 

And merit find:a paffage to the day ; 

Brought into action fhe at once fhall raife 


Her own renown, and juftify our praife. 


Form’d for the tragic feene, to grace the flagey ~ 
With rival excellence of Love:and Rage, 
- Miftrefs of each foft art, with matchlefs {kill 
To turn and wind:the paffions as fhe will ; Se | 
To melt the heart with fympathetic woe, 
Awake the figh, and teach the tear to flow; 
D 3 | eo: 
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To put on Frenzy’s wild diftratted glare, » 
And freeze the foul with horror and. defpair 5 
With juft defert enroll’d in endlefs: fame, ». 
Conicious of worth fupetior, C1nBER came. 


‘When poor Alicia’s madd’ning brains:are rack’d, 
And ftrongly: imag’d griefs her mind. diftra&t ; 
Struck with her grief, I catch the madnefs too! 
Oo My brain turns round, the headlefs trunk I view ! 
+ The roof cracks, thakes and falls!—New horrors rife, 
And Reafon buried:in the ruin lies... 


Nobly: difdainful. of each flavith art, 
She makes her firft attack upon the heart: 
Pleas’d with the fummons, it receives her laws, 


And all is filence, fympathy, applaufe. 


But when, by fond ambition drawn afide, 
Giddy with praife, and-puff’d with femiale pride, 
_ She quits the tragic feene; and, in pretence » 
2? AA NT o comic merit, breaks down Nature’s' fence ; 
I fcarcely can believe my ears or eyes; 
.* Or find out CippEer aahege the dark difguife. 
PRITCHARD, 


FRE ReSscrsaYy 
! PRITCHARD, by Nature for the ftage defign’d, 
In perfon graceful, and in fenfe refin’d ;. 
Her art as much as Nature’s friend became, 
Her voice as free from blemifh as. her fame. 
Who knows fo well in majefty to pleafé, 

Attemper’d with the graceful charms of eale 

When Congreve’s favour’d pantomime to grace, . | 
She comes a captive queen of Moorifh. race ; >. LD : 
- When Love, Hate, Jealoufy, Defpair and Rage, 
With wilde tumults in her breaft engage ; | 
Still equal to herfelf is Zara feen ; 

Her paffions are the paflions of a Queen, 

When the to murther whets the tim’rous Tharie, .. 
I feel ambition ruth through ev’ry vein ; 
Perfuafion hangs upon her daring tongue, 
= heart grows flint, and ev’ry antral new ftrung. ¢ 


In Comedy—“ Nay, there,” cries Critic, ** hold, | 
© PrrrcHaRD’s for Comedy too fat and ald. 5 70 s 
-* Who carl; with’ patience, bear the gray coquette, | 
** Or force-a laugh: with» over-grown Julett ? 
eae ope Be 


7¢ THE ROsc kai 
*¢ Her Speech, Look, Action, Humour, all are juft; 


~ 


But then, her age and figure give difguft,”” | 


Are Foibles then, and’Graces of the mind, 
In real life, to fize or age confin’d? 
Do fpirits flow, and is eood-breeding plac’d 
In. any fet circumference of waift? 
As.we-grow old, doth affectation ceafe, 
her: Or gives not age new vigour to caprice? 
_ If in originals thefe things appear, 
Why fhould we bar them in the copy here? 


“\ 


_ 'The,nice punétilio-mongers of -this age, ior of 
The grand minute reformers of the ftage, 
Slaves to propriety of ev’ry kind, | 
Some ftandard-meafure for each part fhould find, 
Which when the beft of Adtors fhall exceed, 
Let it devolve to one of {mailer breed. 

All aétors too upon the back fhould belie: 

NN ¢ )Certificate of birth; ;—time, when —place, where. 
For how ¢an critics rightly fix their worth, ~~ 
Unlefs they know the minute of their bieth Pr 
An audience too, deceiv’d, may find too late | 
‘That they have clapp’d-an ator out-of date. 


Figure, 
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Figure, I own, at firft. may give offence, | 
And harfhly ftrike the eye’s too curious fenfe : 
But when perfections of the mind break forth, 
Humour’s chafte fallies, Judgiment’s folid worth ; 
_ When the pure genuineflame, by Natur taught, _ 
Spring’s into Senfe, and ev’ry a¢tion’s = 6 $2 
Before fuch merit all objections fly 3 
PRITCHARD’s genteel, and GARRICK’s fix feet high, 


Oft have I, PrircHARD, feen thy wond’rous {kill, 
Confefs’d thee great, ‘but find thee greater ftill. 
That worth, which fhone in featter’d rays before, 
Colle&ted now, breaks forth with double pow'r. — 
The JeaLous Wire! On that thy trophies raile, 
Inferior only to the Author’s —_ 


From Dublin, .fam’d in aorta of Romance 
For mighty magic of enchanted lance, & (s4) 
With which her heroes arm’d’ victorious prove, 
And like a flood ruth.o’er the land of Love, 
Mossop and Barry came.—Names ne’er defign’d : ° 
By fate in the fame fentence to be join’d, 
Rais’d by the breath of popular-acclaim, ~ 
They mounted to the pinnacle of Fame; 
. | There 
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There the weak brain, made giddy with the height, 
- Spurr’d on the rival chiefs to mortal fight. . 
Thus {portive boys, around fome bafon’s brim, — ) 
Fest the pipe-drawn bladders circling fwim : 
But if from lungs’ more potent; there arife 
Two bubbles of a more than common fize, — | 
_ Eager for honour they for fight prepare, 
Bubble meets genes. and-both fink to va . 


Mossop, attach'’d ‘to. hil plan, 
Still kept his eye fix'd on his: ‘right-hand man. 
Whilft the mouth meafures words with feeming fkill, 
The right hand labours, and the left lies fills 
For he refolv’d on fcripture-grounds to go, 
hat the right doth, . the left-hand fhall not know, 
With ftudied impropriety of fpeech, 
He- foars beyond the hackney ‘critic’s reach 5 gt 
To -epithets allots-emphatic ftate, ° ~ im 
-Whilfts principals, ungrac’d, like ee wait 
In ways firft trodden by himfelf excels, ~~ 
And ftands alone in indeclinables ; © ~ 
ConJUNCTION; PREPOSITION, ADVERB join 
To ftamp new vigour on the nervous line: 
Ty 


. 
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In monofyllables his. thunders roll; 
HE, SHE, IT, AND, WE, YE, THEY, fright the foul 159, 


| In am taller than. the’ common fize, 
Behold where Barry draws admiring eyes! 
When lab’ring paffions, in his bofom pent, 
Convulfive rage, and ftruggling heave for vent. . 
Spe@ators, with imagin’d terrors warm, . 
Anxious expect the burfting of the ftorm: | 
But, all unfit in fuch a pile to dwell, 
_ His voice comes forth, like Echo from her cell s 
‘To fwell the tempett needful aid denies, 
And all a-down the ftage in’ feeble murmurs bes orp 


What man, like a ‘with fuch pains, can err 
In elocution, action, charagter?: s04 > 
“What man could give, if BARRy was not here, 
Such well-applauded tendernefs to Lear? . 
Who elfe can fpeak fo very, very: fine, ss 
‘That fenfe may kindly end with ev’ry-line ? 


Some dozen lines before the ghoftvis there, 
Behold him for the folemn fcene prepare. | 
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See how he frames his yes, poifes each limb, 
aid Puts the whole body: into proper trim.— __ 
From whence we learn, with no great firetch of art, 


_ Five lines hence comes a ghoft, and; Ha! a ftart. 


When he appears moft perfect, ftill we find. 
Something which jars upon, and hurts the mind,’ 
Whatever lights upon a part are thrown, 

We fee too plainly they are not his own, 
No flame from Nature ever yet he caught; to 
Nor. knew a feeling which he’ was not taught; 
_ He -rais’d his trophies on the bafe of art, 
q VW And conn’d his paffions, as he conn’d his part. 


Quin, from afar, lur’d by the fcent of fame, 
A flage Leviathan, put in his claim. 
Pupil of Berrerton and Boorn. » Alone, 
Sullen he walk’d, and deem’d the chair his own. 
For how fhould moderns, ‘muthrooms of the day, 
Who ne’er thofe mafters knew, know how to play? 
Grey-bearded vet’rans, who, with partial tongue, 
Extol the times when they themfeélves wete young ; 
Who, having loft all relifh for the ftage, — 
aE ” See not their own defeéts, but lafh the age, | 
Receiv’d, 
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Receiv’d, with joyful murmurs of applaufe, 


Their darling chief, and lin’d his fav’rite caufe. 


_Far be it from the candid mufe to tread 
Infulting o’er the afhes of the dead, 
But, juft to living merit, the maintains, | 
And dares the teft, whilft Garricx’s Genius reigns; 
Ancients, in vain, ehdeavour to excel, =: 

Happily prais’d, if they could act as well.. 

But, though prefcription’s force we difallow, 
‘Nor to antiquity fubmiffive bow; UO 
- Though we deny imaginary GIACC fect 3 ie 
Founded on accidents of time and place; | 
Yet real worth of ev ry growth {hall bear 


_ Due praife, nor muft we, Quin, forget.thee theres 


His words bore fterling weight, nervous and {trong 
In manly tides of fenfe they roll’d along. 
Happy in art, he chiefly had pretence 
To keep up numbers, yet not forfeit fenfe. : 
No ator ever greater heights could reach~. 
In all the labour’d artifice of {fpeech. sa i 


| Speech! Is that all?—And fhall an aGtor found 
An univerfal fame on partial ground? 
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Parrots themfelves fpeak properly by rote, 

And,: in fix months; my dog fhall howl by note, 
T Jaugh at thofe, who, when the ftage they tread, 
Neglect the heart, to compliment the head; . 
With ftria propriety their care’s confin’d 
To weigh out words, while paffion halts behind, 
To Syllable-difleftors they appeal, 

 ALpaiow them accent, cadence,—F ools may feel ; 

| But, Spite of all-the criticifing elves, 
Thofe who would make us feel, mutt feel themfelves. — 


His ‘eyes, in gloomy focket taught to roll, 
Proclaim’d the fullen habit of his foul. 
Heavy and phleginatic he trod the ftage, 
Too proud for Fendernefs, too dull for Rage. 
When Heétor’s lovely widow fhines in Tears, 
Or,Rowe's gay’Rake dependanit Virtue jeers, 
With the fame caft of features he is feen 
ae: chide the Libertine, and court the Queen. ~ 
‘From the tame feene, which without = flows, 
With juit defert-his reputation rofe; 
Nor lefs he pleas’d, when, on fome farly plan, 
He was, at once, the Actor and the Man, 
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~ In Brute he fhone unequall’d: all agree } 
GarRRIck’s not half fo great a brute-as he: 

When Cato’s labour’d feenes are brought to view, . 
With equal praife the A@or labour’d too ; 

For ftill you’ll find, trace paffions to their root, © 


Small diff’rence *twixt the Stoic and the Brute. 7 $0 


In fancied fcenes, as in life’s real plany 

He could not, for a moment, fink the Man. 
In whate’er caftvhis character was. laid, ‘ ) 
Self ftill, like oil, pon the furface play’d. 
Nature, in fpite of all his fkill, crept in : 
‘Horatio, Dorax, eae me de - 


Next follows SHERIDAN.—A doubtful name, 
As yet unfettled in the rank of fame. 
This, fondly lavifh in his praifes grown, 
Gives him all merit: That allows him mtisieh TO: 
Between them both, we'll fteer the middle courfe, 
Nor, loving praife, rob judgment of her force. 


Juft his conceptions, natural and great : 


His feelings ftrongy his words enifore’d with weiglit. ~ 


iy 


Was fpeech-famn’d Quin’ himfelf to hear him {peak, | 


Envy would drive the colour from his cheek : 


But 
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| But ftep-dame Nature, niggard of her grace, - 
Deny’d the focial pow’rs of voice and face... 
Fix’d in one frame of features, glare of eye, 
{ oo Paffions, like chaos, in confufion lie: 
In vain the wonders of -his fkill-are:try’d 
"To form diftinétion Nature hath deny’d. é 


His voice no touch of harmony admits, a8 
| _ Irregularly deep, and fhrill by fits : nis 
es The two extremes appear. like man and wife, - 


Coupled together for the fake. of ftrife. {5 <2 


_ His aétion’s always ftrong, but fometimes fuich, | 
‘That Candour mutt declare he acts too much. ° 
Why mutt impatience fall three paces back ? 

ew ia paces three return to.the attack ? iy 
Why is the right leg too forbid to ftir, 
Unlefs in motion femicircular ? 
Why muft the hero with the Nailor vie, 

| And hurl the clofe-clench’d fit at nofe or eye? 7 

In royal. John, with Philip angry grown, 
I thought he would have knock’d poor Davirs down. 
Inhuman tyrant! was it not a fhame, 


To fright aking fo harmlefs and fo tame? Ae 
| Spent ' | . But 
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But, fpite of all defects; his glories rife ; sf ) 
And Art,: by. Judgment form’d, with Nature vies ;| D2 

- Behold him found thé depth of Huzerv’s foul, 
Whilft in his own contending paffions roll 5:<:, 
View the whole fcene, with critic judgment fean, 
And then deny “him. Merit if you can, | 
Where he falls fhort, ’tis Nature’s fault alone toe 
Where he fucceeds, the Merit’s all his own. 


Laft Garrick came.+Behind hiin throng a train 


Of fnarling critics, ignorant as vain. 
_ One finds outs—** He’s of ftature fotnewhat low,— 

‘* ‘Your Hero always fhould be tall you know.— | O90 
© True hat’ral greatnefs all confifts in height.” 


Produce your voucher, Critic,.—-‘* Sergeant KyT£,” 


Another can’t forgive the paltry arts, 
By which he makes his way to fhallow hearts ; 
Mere pieces of finefle, traps for applaufe.— 
‘“¢ Avaunt, unnat’ral Start, affected Pante.” 


For me, by Nature form’d to judge with phlegm, 
I can’t acquit by wholefale; nor condemn. ‘ 
¥Ot.. 1. E : The 
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The beft things carried to excefs are ‘wrong: 
peldrne ftart may be too frequent, paufe too or | 
But, only-us’d i in: proper time and place, 
* Severeft ies muft-allow them — 
If seine fore’ on Imitation’s plan, — 
Juft in the way that monkies mimic'man; © : 
_ ‘Their copied feene with tangled arts difgrace, | 
And paufe and ftart with the fame vacant face; 
| We join the critic laugh }: thofe tricks we feorn; 
Which fpoil the fcenes they mean them to adorn, 
But when, from Nature’s pure and genuine fource, ~~ | 
a 1 pD Tee firokes of AGting flow with gen’rous force, > 
| When 1 im the features all the foul’s portray’d, . , 
And paflions, fuch as Garrick’s are difplay’d, 
Tome: they feem from quickeft feelings caught : 
Each fiart is Nature ; and each ponte is Sica : 
When Reafon volieahaess to Paffion’s wild: asin, | 
And the whole: ftate’of man is up in arms; — 
What, but a. Critic, could condemn. the Play’ rj 
. For. paufing here, when Cool Senfe paufes there? 
Whilt, working ‘from the Heart, the fire I trace, 
| 0foSAna mark it ftrongly: ‘flaming to the Face} n PRES 2 
: “Whilft, 


” 
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Whilft,:in éach found, I, hear the very man 5 
I can’t catch words, and pity thofe who ‘cans 

Let: wits, like fpiders, from the tortur’d brain © 
Fine-draw the critie-web: with curious paing:o7% Si 
The gods,—a kindnefs 1) with thanks. muft .pay,— 
Have form’d me of a coarfer kind of clay; 
Nor ftung with envy, nor.with {pleen, difeas’d, ».. 
A poor: dull :creature,: ftill with Nature aioe 
_Hence-to thy, praifes, GARRICK, I agree,» » 
And, = with Nature, muft be pleas’d with Thee, Z OLD 


Now might I tell, how filence reion’d throughout, 
And deep attention huth’d the rabble rout : 
How ev’ry claimant, tortur’d with defire, 
Was pale as afhes, or as red as fire: 
But, loofe to Fame, the mufe more fimply acts, 
‘Rejects all flourifh, and relates mere faéts, 


~“Fhe Judges, as the fev’ral parties came, 

With temper heard, with Judgment weigh’d each Claim, 

And, in their fentence happily agreed, 

In name of both, Great SHAKESPEARE thus sexe 8) 
| E>: foe a * 


a0: 
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© If manly Senfe; if Nature link’d with Art; 
“ Tf thorough knowledge of the Human -Heart ; 


‘¢ If Pow’rs of acting vaft and unconfin’d ; 


‘¢ Tf -feweft Faults with greateft Beauties join’d ; 


< If: ftrong Expreffion, and ftrange Pow’rs, which lie 


“* Within the magic circle of the eye; 

<< Tf. feelings which few hearts, like his, can know, 
** And. which no face fo well as His can thow’; 

“© Deferve the Pref’rence ;~—-Garrick take the chair; | 
‘< Nor quit it—till Thou place an Equal there.” 


THE END. 
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APOLOGY. 


~ 
- 


ADDRESSED TO THE 


CRITICAL REVIEWERS. 


| bora not the heart, when Giants, big with pride, 
Affume .the: pompous port, the martial firide 5» 
O’er arm Heérculean heave th’ enormous fhield, | 

Vaft as a weaver’s beam the javelin. wield ; 

With the loud’ voice of thund'ring Jove dety, 

- And dare to fingle combat—What?—A Fly. 

E 4 Ss And 
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~~And laugh we lefs, when: Giant nanies, which fhine — 
Eftablith’d, as.it_were, by right divine ; 

CRITICS, whom ev’ry captive art adores, — 

To whom glad Scienge pqurs forth all her ftores ; 

Who high in letter’d reputation fit, 

And hold, Astraa like, the fcales of Wit; 

With partial rage ruth forth,—Oh! thame to tell ! 

To crufha bard juft burfting from the fhell ? 


. Great are his perils in this ftormy time 

’ Who rafhly ventures on a fea of Rime. 
Around vaft furges roll, winds envious blow, — 
And jealous rocks and quickfands lurk below, - 
Greatly his foes he dreads, but more his friends ; 


He hurts me moft who lavifhly commends, 


Look thro’ the world—in ev’ry other trade 
The fame employment’s caufe of kindnefs made, 
At leaft appearance of good ‘will creates, 

And ev’ry fool puffs off the fool he hates. 
Coblers with coblers fmoke away the night, 

And in the common caufe e’en Play’rs unite. 
Authors alone, with more than favage rage, 3 
Unnat’ral war with brother authors wage, ar 
The 


FREE APOLOGY 
The pride of Nature would as foon admit : 


Competitors in empire as in wit: ~ 


eS Onward they rufh at Fame’s imperious call, 


And, lefs than greatelt, would not be at all. 


Smit with the love of Honour,—or the Pence, 
O’er-run with wit, and deftitute of fenfe, : 
Should any novice in the riming trade, 

With lawlefs pen the realms of verfe invade ; 

_ Forth from the court, where fcepter’d: fages fit, 
Abus’d with praife, and flatter’d into wit ; 

_ Where in lethargic majetty they reign, 

And what they won by dullnefs, {till maintain 3. | 
Legions of factious authors throng at once ; 
Fool beckons fool, and dunce awakens dunce. 
To Hamitron’s the Ready Lies repair ;—~ 
Ne’er was Lye made which was not welcome there— 
Thence, on maturer judgment’s anvil wrought, 
The polith’d falfhood’s. into public brought. 
Quick-circulating landers mirth afford, — 


And_ reputation bleeds in ev'ry word. 


A Critic was of old a glorious name, 
- Whofe fangtion handed merit up to fame} | 


Beauties 


3 TRY APOLOGY 
Beauties as ‘well as faults he brought to view: 

“His Judgment great,:and great his Candour too, 

No fervile: rules drew ‘fickly tafte afide ; | 
Secure he-walk’d, for Nature was his guide. 

But now, Oh ftrange reverfe! our Critics bawl > 
In praife of Candour with a heart:of -Gall. ~. 
Confcious of guilt, and fearful ‘of the-light;” - 
‘They lurk enthfoaded inthe veil of night : 
‘Safe from deteGtion,  feize’ th’ unwary:-prey, 

And cee like sistapcaathe all sire come that mm 
When firft my mute, perhaps more bold than a wie, 
Bad the rude trifle into light arife, 

Little the thought fuch tempefts would enfue, 
Lefs, that thofé “tempefts would ‘be tais’d by you. 
The thunder’s fury yends the tow’ring oak, 


, Roscraps, like thrubs, might *fcape the fatal ftroke. 


Vain thought! a Critic’s fury knows no bound ; 
Drawcawsir like, he deals deftruation round ; 
Nor can we hope He will a ftranger fpare, 
Who gives no quarter to his friend VorTarre. 


Unhappy. Genius! plac’d by partial Fate 
-With.a free fpirit in a flavith ftate ; 


“4 
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“Where the. reluctant Mufe, opprefs’d by cipy 3 

Or droops in“filence,* or in: fetters fings. 

In vain thy’ dauntlefs ‘fortitude hath borne 

The bigot’s furious zeal, and tyrant’s feorn. 

Why didft thou-fafe from home-bred: dang hed 
Referv’d to perifh more ignoblyshere? » posky 
Thus, when ‘the: Julian Tyrant’s pride to ae st 
Rome withhér Pompey at Pharfalia fell, 

The vanquith’d: chief efcap’d from ‘Casar’ s hard 
To die ~ —— in a _— fandy's . 3 | 


How could’ thele-felf-ele&ed monarchs a 

So large an effpité on-for fmall a bale? 

In what retreat, inglorious and unknown, 

Did Génius fleep, wher Dullnels feiz’d the throne? : 
Whence, abfoluté now gtown, and free from awe, 5 
She to the fubje& world difpenfes law. 

Without her licence, not a letter ‘ftirs, » 

And all the captive crifs-crofs-row is “hers. 

The STAGYRITE, who rules’ from Nature drew, 
Opinions’ gave, ‘but gave his reafons too. , 

Our great Diétators take a fhorter way— 

Who fiiall difpute: what the Reviewers fay? "26 00" 
ee ATS : th Their 
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_ Their word’s fufficient; and to afk-a reafon, 

In fuch a ftate as theirs, is downright treafon. 
True judgment now with Them alone can dwell ; | 
Like Church of Rome, they're grown infallible, 
Dull fuperftitious readers they deceive, 

Who pin their éafy faith on critic’s fleeve,. ~ 
And, knowing nothing, ev’ry thing believe! 

But why repine we, that thefe Puny Elves 

Shoot into Giants ?—We may thank, ourfelves ; 
Fools that we are, like Ifrael’s. fools of yore, 

The Calf ourfelves have fafhion’d we adore. 

But let true Reafon once refume her reign, 
This God fhall dwindle to a Calf again, 


Founded on arts which fhun the face of day, 
By the fame arts they: ftill maintain their fway. 
Wrapp’d in myfterious fecrecy, they rife, _ | 
And, as they are unknown, are fafe and wife... 
At whomfoever aim’d, howe’er fevere 
ee enyenom’d flander flies, no names appear. 

Prudence forbid that ftep.—Then all might. know 
And on more. equal terms engage the foe. 

But now, what Quixote of the age would care 
‘Fo ‘wage a war with dirt, and fight with air? - 


By” « 
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By int’reft join’d, th’ expert confederates ftand, 
And play the game into each others hand. 
The vile abufe, in turn by all. deny’d, 
Is bandy’d up and down from fide to fide: 
It flies—hey !—prefto!—like a jugler’s ball, 
*Till it belongs to: nobody at all. z 
All men and things they know, themfelves unknown, 
And publith ev’ry name—except their own. 
Nor think this ftrange—fecure from vulgar eyes 
‘The namelefs author paffes in difguife. 
But vet’ran critics are not fo deceiv’d, 
If vet’ran critics are to be believ’d.. 
Once feen, they know an author evermore, — 
Nay fwear to hands they never faw before. 
Thus in the Roscrap, beyond chance or doubt, 
They, by the writing, found the writers out. 
“* That’s Lioyp’s—his manner there you plainly trace, 
© Andall the Acror ftares you in the face. . : 
*¢ By Cotman that was written.—On my life, 
“¢ The ftrongeft fymptoms of the JeaLous. Wire, 
“¢ That little difingenuous piece of {pite, | i 
‘‘ CHURCHILL, awretch unknown, perhaps might write.” 


How 
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- How doth it make judicious reader's Gti: 
When authors are dete&ted: by their ftile : 
Tho’ ev’ry one ‘who knows this author, knows — 
He fhifts his ftile much oftner than his cloaths ? 


Whence could arife this mighty: critic fpleen, | 

The Mufe a trifler, and her theme fo mean? 

What had I done, that angry Heav’n fhould fend - 
The bitt’reft Foe where moft I:with’d a Friend ? 
Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name, ~— 
And hail’d the honours ‘of thy matchlefs fame. | 
For me let. hoary 'Freipine bite the ground i 

~ So nobler Pickre.ftands fuperbly. bound. | 
From Livy’s temples: tear th’ hiftoric crown, © 

- Which with morejuftice blooms upon thine own, 

> Compar’d. with thee; be all-life-writers dumb, — 

But he who wrote the’ Life of Tommy ‘Tuums, — 
Who ever read’the Rzcrcrpe, but fwore , 
The author wrote as’ man ne’er wrote before? 
Others for plots and under-plots may call, +3. 
Here’s the right method—have no plot at all. 

Who can fo often’ in his caufe engage 

The: tiny Pathos of the Grecian: flage,: itt: 


Whit a 


‘ 
Se ee aS ee 
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Whilft horrors: #ife, and tears fpontanéous flow _ 
At tragic Ha’! and no lef tragic: Oh! ~ 
To praife his nervous weaknefs all agree ; 
And then for fweetnefs, who’ fe fweet as he! 


-. Too big for utterance. when. forrows: {well 


_ The too big forrows: flowing tears muft tell: 


But when.thofe flowing teats fhall ceafe to flow, << 
Why—then ‘the -voice muft fpeak again you know. ") 


Rude and. unfkilful in the Poet’s: trade, 
I kept no Naraps.by-me'readj-made ; 
Ne’er did I colours high in air advance, 


Torn from the bleeding fopperies of Francés: ¢ 0. 


No flimfey linféy-woolfey feenes I ‘wrote,’ 

With patches here and there like: Jofeph’s coat.: 
Me humbler themes: befit; Secure, for mie, © 0° 
Let Playwrights {muggle fonfenfe, duty frees. 
Secure, for me, ye lambs,’ ye lambkins bound, . 
And frifk, and frolic o'er ‘the fairy-ground : | 
Secure, for me,’ thou pretty Tittle -fawn,: 


Lick Sytv1a’s hand, andcrop the flow’ry lawn : a 


‘Uncenfur’d let the. gentle breezes rove,) « 2190% 


". ‘Thro’ the green wets of. th enchanted groves: 


Secure | 
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Secure, for. me, let foppifh Nature fmile, 
And play the coxcomb inthe Desart Iste, 


The ftage I chofe—a fubjet fair*and free—~ 
*Tis yours—'tis mine—’tis’“Public Property. 
All Common Exhibitions open lie . 
For Praife or Cenfure to the Common Eye. 
Hence are a thoufand Hackney writers fed ; 
~ Hence Monthly Critics earn their Daily-Bread. 
This is a gen'ral tax which all muft pay, 
From thofe who feribble, down to thofe who play. 


Actors, a venal crew, receive fupport 


<- rom public bounty, for the public fport. 


‘To clap or hifs, all have an ‘equal claim, ~ 

‘The cobler’s and his:lordfhip’s right the fame. 

All join for their fubfiftence; all expec 

Free leave to praife their worth, their faults correct. 

When active PicKLE Smithfield ftage afcends, 

The three days wonder of his laughing friends ; 

Each, or as Judgment, or as fancy guides, | 

’ The lively witling praifes or derides. 

And where’s the mighty diff’rence, tell me where, 

| ‘Betwixt a Merry Andrew and a Play’r ? = 
3 : The 
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The ftrolling tribe, a defpicable race, 
Like wand’ring Arabs, fhift from place to place. 
_ Vagrants by law, to Juftice open laid, 
They tremble, of the beadle’s lath afraid, ’ 
_ And fawning cringe, for wretched means of life, 
To Madam May’refs, or his Worthip’s Wife. 
The mighty monarch, in theatric fack, 
Carries his whole:regalia at his back ; 
His royal confort heads the female band, 
And leads the heir-apparent in her hand; i 
The pannier’d afs creeps on with confcious pride, 
Bearing a future prince on either fide. | 
No choice muficians in this troop are found — 
To varnith nonfenfe with the charms of found ; 
No fwords, no daggers, not one poifon’d bowl; 
No lightning flafhes here, no thunders roll; 
No guards to fwell the monarch’s train are fhown; 
‘The monarch here muft be’a hoft alone. 
No folemn pomp, no flow proceffions here; 
No AMMoON’s entry, and no JULIET’s bier. 


_ By need compell’d to proftitute his art, 
‘The varied actor flies from part to part ; 
Yor. i, F : And, 


And, ftrange difgraceto-alltheatric pride ! 

His charaéter is thifted: with his fide: 

| Queftion and Anfwer he:by turns mutt be, 

Like that fmall witin Mopern TRAGEDY 5° 

- Who, to patch up his fame,—or fill his purfe,— 
Still pilfers wretched plans, and makes them worfe ; 
Like gypfies, left the ftolen brat be known, 

_ Defacing firt, then claiming-for his own. 

. In thabby ftate they ftrut, and tatter’d robe ; 

The fcene a blanket,and:a barn the globe. 

No high conceits their:mod’rate'withes raife, 
Content ‘with humble:profit, humble praife. 
Let dowdies fimper,. aiid Jet bumpkins ftare, - 

The ftrolling pageant hero treads in air: — 


 Pleas’d for his hour, “he to mankind gives: law, 


And fnores the next out‘on’a trufs of ftraw. . 


But.if kind Fortune, who we fometimes know! > 
Can take a hero frompa puppet-fhow, 9. 2 > 
In mood propitious fhould her fav’rite call; 


— ‘On royal ftage in royal-pomp: to bawl, i 


Forgetful of himfelf he rears the head, 
And fcorns the dunghill where he firft was bred. 


-Converfing 
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Converfing now with well-drefs’d' kings and queens, 
With gods and goddefies behind: the fcenes, t aH 
He fweats beneath the terror-nodding: plume, . 
Taught by Mock: Honours Real Pride t’affumex -- 
On this great ftage the World, no Monarch e’er 
Was half ‘fo Hagar ss a Monarch whouaes 


Doth it more move our anger or.our hint; 
To fee thefe Tuines, the loweft fons of earth, : 
Prefume, with felf-fufficienit knowlédge aay 
To rule in Letters, and-prefide in: Tafte? ~ 
The Town’s decifions they:no more admit, | isp ar ver 21. 
Themfelves alone the Arbiters of Wit; = --9 24> | 
And {corn the jurifdiGtion of that Court, | 
To which they owe their being and fupport. 
A@tors, like monks of old, now facred grown, 
Mutt be attack’d bis no fools but their own, 


Let the Vain Tyrant ft amidft his eta 

His puny Green-room Wits and: V enal Bards, 

Who meanly tremble at the Puppet’s frown, 

_ And for a Playhoufe F reedoin lofe their own ; 

In fpite of new-made Laws, and néew-made Kings, 
The free-born Mu’ with lib’ral fpirit fings. | 7 
| : F-30 Bow | 
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Bow down, ye Slaves; before thefe Idols fall; 
Let Genius ftoop to them’ who’ve none at all; 
Ne’er will I. flatter, cringe, or bend the knee 

To thofe who, Slaves to ALL, are Slaves to Me. 


--. Aé&tors, as A@tors, are a lawful game; - 
‘The poet’s right ; and Who fhall bar his claim? 
And if, o’er-weening of their little fkill, 
When they have left the Stage, they're Adtors ftill; — 
If to the fubje&t world they ftill give laws, =~ 
With paper crowns, and fceptres made of flraws ; 
If they in cellar or in garret roar, 
And Kings one night, are Kings for evermore; 
Shall not bold Truth, e’en there, purfue her theme; 
And wake the Coxcomb from his golden dream? 
Or if, well worthy of a better fate, 
‘They rife fuperior to their prefent ftate; 
If, with each focial virtue grac’d, they blend | 
“The gay companion and the faithful friend: 3 | 
oF they, like PrircHarp, join in private life 
: The tender parent and the virtuous wife; 
Shall not our Verfe their praife with pleafure {peak, 
. Though Mimics bark, and Envy fplits her cheek ? 
, | | ' No 
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No honeft worth’s beneath the Mufe’s praife ; 
No greatnefs can above her cenfure raife ; 

Station and wealth to Her are trifling things ; 
She ftoops to Actors, and fhe foars to Kings, 


Is therea man, in vice and folly bred, 
To fenfe of honour as to virtue dead ; 
Whom ties nor human, nor divine, can bind; 
Alien to Gon, and foe to all mankind ; 7 
Who fpares no character ; whofe ev ry word, 
Bitter as gall, and tharper than the fword, 
Cuts to the quick ; whofe thoughts with rancour fwell : 
Whofe tongue, on earth, performs the work of Hell? 
If there be fuch a monfter, the REvIEWs . 
_ Shall find him holding forth againtt Abufe, 
‘<< Attack Profeflion !—’tis a deadly breach !—~ 
" & The Chriftian laws another leffon teach :—~ 


 « Unto the End fhall charity endure, 


** And Candour hide thofe faults it cannot cure. “6 
‘Thus Candour’s maxims flow from Rancour’s throat, 


As devils, to ferve their purpofe, Scripture quote. © 


The Mufe’s office was by HEAv'N defign’d, | 
To pleafe, improve, inftruét, reform mankind ; 
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To make dejected Virtue nobly rife 
Above the tow’ring pitch of fplendid Vice; 
To make pale Vice, abafh’d, her head hang down, 
* And trembling crouch at Virtue’s awful frown. 
~ Now arm’d with wrath, fhe bids eternal {fhame, 
With ftricteft-jufticé, brand the villain’s name: 
Now in the milder garb of Ridicule 
She fports, arid pleafes while fhe wounds the Fool. 
_ Her fhape is often varied;, but her.aim, 
To prop the caufe of Virtue, ftill the fame. | 
In praife of Merey let the guilty bawl,<: ©, 
When Vice and Folly for Correétion ‘call, _ sass 
Silence the mark of weaknefs juftly bears, | 
And is partaker of the crimes it fpares. | 


. But if the Mute, too cruel in her mirth, | 
_ With harth reflections wounds the man of worth; — 

If wantonly fhe deviates from her plan, 

And quits the Actor to expofe the Man; 

Afham’d, the marks that paflage with a blot, 

And hates the line where Candour was forgot. ms 


But what is Candour, what is Humour’s vein, 
Tho’ Judgment join to confecrate the ftrain, 
If 
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| If curious numbers will not aid. afford, 

Nor choiceft mufic. play in ev’ry word? 

Verfes muft run, to charm a modern ear, 

_ From all harfh, rugged interruptions RG AR ee oxy I, 
Soft let them breathe, as Zephyr’s balmy breeze; © 
Smooth: let. their current flow, as fummer feas ; 
Perfe& then only deem’d when. they difpenic_. 

A happy tuneful vacancy of fenfe. 
Ttalizn fathers thus, with barb’rous; rage, 

Fit helplefs infants, for. the fqueaking ftage;.. | 


Deaf to the-calls.of pity, Nature wound, 4, 9 5 
And mangle vigour for the fake of found... 
Henceforth farewell then fev’rith thirft of fame; - 


A ee 


Farewell. the longings for a Poet’s name ; 
Perifh my Mufe ;—a with. ’bove all feyere 
To him who. ever. held the,Mufes dear—~ 
If e’er her labours. weaken to refine. — 


The gen’rous roughnefs of a nervous line... 


, Others -affe& the ftiff and fwelling phrafe ; | 
Their Mufe mutt: walk in. ftilts,and ftrut.in, ftays: 
The fenfe they. murder, and. the; words tranfpole,.» 
Left Poetry approach too,.near to, Profe. | A 
bee ao | “Bea 


‘ 


42 THE APOLOGY. 


See tortur’d Reafon how they pare and trim, 


And, like Procruftes, ftretch, or lop the limb. 


WALLER, whofe praife fucceeding bards rehearfe, 
Parent of harmony in Englifh verfe, 
Whofe tuneful Mufe in fweeteft accents flows, 


In couplets firft taught ftraggling fenfe to clofe. 


In polifh’d numbers, and majeftic found, 
Where fhall thy rival, Pop, be ever found ? 
But whilft each line with equal beauty ao 
1g en excellence, ‘unvaried, tedious grows. 

N ature, thro’ all her works, in great degree, 
Borrows a blefling from VARIETY. 
Mufic itfelf her needful aid requires 
To rouze the foul, and wake our dying fires. 


Still in one key, the Nightingale would teize: 


Still in one key, not Brent would always pleafe. 


Here let me bend, great DrypeEN, at thy fhrine, 


‘Thou deareft name to all the tuneful nine. 


_ What if fome dull Lines in cold order creep, 


And with his theme the poet feems to fleep, 
Still, 
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‘Still, when his fubject rifes proud to view, 

With equal ftrength the Poet rifes too. 

With ftrone invention, nobleft vigour fraught, 
Thought ftill fprings up and rifes out of thought ; 
Numbers ennobling numbers in their courfe ; 

In varied fweetnefs flow, in. varied force ; 

The pow’rs of Genius and of Judgment join, — 
“And the whole Art of Poetry is Thine, 


But what are Numbers, what are Bards to me, 


_ Forbid to tread the paths of Poefy? 


A facred Mufe fhould confecrate her pen ; 
«< Priéfts mutt not hear nor fee like’ other men ;— 
«© Far higher themes fhould her ambition claim ; 


‘* Behold where STERNHOLD points the way to Fame.” 


Whilft, with miftaken zeal dull bigots burn, 

‘Let. Reafon for a moment take her turn. ; 
: When Coffee-fages hold difcourfe with kings, 
And blindly walk in Paper Leading-ftrings, 
What if a man delight to pafs his: time 
In fpinning Reafon into harmlefs Rime ; 
Or fometimes boldly venture to the Play? 
Say, Where’s the Crime ?—oreat Man of Prudence, fay? 

| No 
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No two on, earth in all things can agree ; 

All have fome darling fingularity; 

Women and men, as well as girls and boys, 

In Gew-gaws take delight, and figh for toys. 

Your fceptres, and your crowns, and fuch like things, 
Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 

‘In things indiff’rent Reafon bids us ehufe, — 


Whether the whim’s a Monkey, or a Muse. 


What the grave triflers. on this bufy fcene, 
When they make wfe of this word REASON; mean, — 
I know not; but, according to my plan, — 


. *Tis Lorp cHIEF-jUsTIcE in the Court of Man, 


Equally form’d to rule in age or youth, | 

‘The F riend of Virtue, and the Guide to Truth. 
To Her I bow, whofe facred pow’r I feel; 

To Her decifioii make my laft appeal; ° 
Condemn’d by Her, applauding. worlds in. vain 
Should tempt me to take up the pen again: — 
By Her abfolv’d, my courfe [’ll ftill purfue : 
If Reason’s for me, GOD is for me too. 


NIGHT. 
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: HEN foes infult, and prudent. friends difpente, | 

-Y In pity’s ftrains, the worft of infolence, 
Oft with thee, Luoyp, I ‘fteal an hour. from grief, 7 
And in thy focial converfe find-relief. ae 
sy he mind, of folitude impatient grown, 
‘Loves any’ forrows rather than. her own. 

Let flaves to bufinefs, bodies without foul, 
Important blanks in Nature’s mighty roll, 
Solemnize nonfenfe in the day’s broad glare, 


We NIGHT prefer, which heals or hides our care.» 


ROGUES juftified and by fuccefs made bold, 
Dull fools and coxcombs fanétified by Gold, 
" Freely — 
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Freely may bafk in Fortune’s partial ray, 

And {pread their feathers op’ning to the day ; a See 
But thread-bare Merit dares not thew the head 
Till vain Profperity retires to bed. 

Misfortunes, like the Owl, avoid the light ; 


The fons of Care are always fons of NicHT, 


The Wretch bred up in Method’s drowfy fchool, 
Whofe only merit is to err by rule, 


Who ne’er through heat of blood was tripping caught, © 


Nor guilty deem’d‘ofone'eccentric'thought, = 


Whofe foul directed to no ufe is feen, © 


Unle®'to: move'the bedy’s dull Machine, - ay a 


Which, clock-work like, ‘with the fame equal pace, 

~ Still travels on thro? life’s infipid fpace;- ~~ | 
Turns up his eyes‘to' think that there thould be - 

Among God’s creatures two fuch things aS We. 

Then for his night-cap calls, and:thanks the pow’rs 

Which kindly gave him grace to keep good hours. 


% 
‘ 


Good hours—Fine words—but was it ever feen 
That all Men could agree in what they mean? 
Fiorr1o, who many years a courfe hath run 
In downright eppofition to the fun, 
year Expatiates 
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Expatiates on good hours, their caufe defends 
With as much vigour as our prudent friends, 
Th’ uncertain term no fettled notion brings, 
But ftill in diff’rent mouths means diffrent | things. 
Each takes the phrafe. in-his own private view, » 
With Prupence it is ten, with FLorio two. mo 


Go on, ye fools, who talk for talking fake,» | 
Without diftinguithing difinGtions make, 
Shine forth in native folly, native pride, ; sollte 
Make yourfelves rules:to all the world befide; = 
-Reafon, edlle@ted in herfelf, difdains =) 

The flavith yoke of arbitrary chains, | ge 
Steady and true, each circumftance fhe weighs;. 
Nor to bare words inglorious tribute pays. 
Men of fenfe live:exempt from vulgar awe, 
And Reaton to herfelf alone is law. 
That freedom fhe enjoys with lib’ral mind, 
Which fhe as freely grants to all mankind. 
No idol titled name her rev’rence ftirs, 

No hour fhe blindly to the reft prefers ; | 
All are alike, if they’re alike employ’d, 

And all are good if virtuoufly enjoy’d. 


89 SM TiGsH & 

Let the fage Docror (think him one we know) 
‘With feraps of ancient learning overflow, 

In all the dignity of wig declare 

The fatal confequence of midnight air, 

How damps and vapours, as it were by fiealth, 
Undermine life, and fap the walls of health. 

For me let GALEN moulder on the fhelf, 

T’ll live, and be phyfician to myéelf. 

Whilft foul is join’d to body, whether fate . 
Allot a longer or a fhorter date ; ) 5 
I'll make them live, as brother fhould with brother, . 
And keep them in good humour with each other. ; 


The fureft road-to health, fay what they will, 
Is never to fuppofe we fhall be ill. 
Moft of thofe evils we poor mortals know ' 
From doctors and imagination flow. 
Hence to old women with your boafted rules, 
Stale traps, and only facred now to fools ; 
As well may fons of phyfic hope to find 


One med’cine, as one hour, for all mankind. 


If Rupert after ten is out of bed 


_ “The Fool next morning can’t hold up his head, 


What 
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What reafon this which me-to bed mutt call 
Whofe head (thank heaven) never aches at all ? 
In diff’rent courfes diff’rent tempers run, 

He hates the Moon, I ficken at the Sun. | 
Wound up at twelve at’noon, Ais clock goes right, — 
‘Mine better goes, wound up at twelve at night, 

Then in Oblivion’s grateful cup I drown pS 
The galling fneer, the fupercilious frown, | 
The ftrange referve, the proud affected ftate 
Of upftart knaves grown rich, and fools grown great, 
No more that abjeét wretch difturbs my reft, 

Who meanly overlooks a friend diftreft. | 
Purblind to Poverty the Worldling goes, 
And fearce fees rags an inch beyond his nofe ; 
But from a crowd can fingle out his grace, — 


And cringe and creep to fools who ftrut in lace, 


| Whether thofe claffic regions are furvey’d 
Where we in earlieft youth together ftray’d, 
Where hand in hand we trod the flow’ry fhore, 
Tho’ now thy happier genius runs before, ~ | 
~ ‘When we conf pir'd a thanklefs wretch to raife, 
And taught a /fump to fhoot with pilfer’d praife, 
Vou. I, G Whe 
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_Who once for Rev’rend merit famous grown, 
Gratefully ftrove to kick his MAKER down, 
Or if ‘more cen’ral arguments engage, 
The court or camp, the pulpit, bar or ftage ; 
If half-bred furgeons, whom men doétors call, 
And lawyers, who were never bred at all, . 
Thofe mighty letter’d monfters of the earth = 
Our pity move, or exercife our mirth; 
Or if in tittle-tattle, tooth-pick way, 

- Our rambling thoughts with eafy freedom fray 5 
A gainer ftill thy friend himfelf muft find, 
~ His grief fufpended, and improv’d his mind, - 


SS Aw HR peaceful flumbers blefs the hemely bed, 
Where virtue, felf-approv’d, reclines her head ; 

Whilft vice beneath imagin’d horrors mourns, 

And confcience plants the villain’s couch with thorns, 
Impatient of reftraint, the active mind, | 
No more by fervile prejudice confin’d, 

Leaps from her feat, as wak’ned from a trance, - 

And darts through Nature at a fingle glance. 

Then we our friends, our foes, ourfelves, furvey, - 


And fee by Nicur what fools we are by Day. 


Stript 
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Stript of her gaudy plumes and vain difguife, 
See where ambition mean and loathfome lies ; 
_ Reflection with relentlefs hand pulls down 
The tyrant’s bloody wreath and ravith’d crown. 
In vain he tells of battles bravely won, | 
Of nations conquer’d, and of worlds undone : 
_ Triumphs like thefe but ill with manhood fait, — 
And fink the conqueror beneath the brute. 
But if, in fearching round the world, we find 
Some gen’rous youth, the friend of all mankind, 
Whofe anger, “like the bolt of JovE; is fped 
In terrors only at the guilty head, 
Whofe mercies, like Heaven’s dew, refrefhing fall 
In gen’ral love and charity to all, 
Pleas’d we behold fuch worth on any throne, | 


And doubly pleas’d we find it on our own. 


| Through a falfe medium things are fhewn by day, 
_ Pomp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead aftray. © 
How many from appearance borrow ftate, | 
‘Whom Nicur difdains to number with the Great! 
Mutt not we laugh to fee yon lordling proud | 


-$nuff up vile incenfe from a fawning crowd ? 
: G2 Whilft 
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- Whilft in his beam furrounding clients play, 

Like infeéts i in the fun’s enliy’ning ray, 

: Whilft, ‘Jenu like, he drives at furious rate, 
And feems the only charioteer of ftate, 

Talking himfelf into a little God, 

And ruling empires with a fingle nod ; 

‘Who would not think, to hear him law difpenfe, 
That he had int’reft, and that they had fenfe? 
Injurious thought! beneath NicH'r’s honeft fhade 
When pomp is buried and falfe colours fade, 
Plainly we fee at that impartial hour | | 
Them dupes to pride, and Aim the tool of ‘pow’r. 


God help the 1 man, condemn’d by cruel fate 
To court the feeming, or the real great. 
Much forrow fhall he feel, and fuffer more 
Than any flave who labours at the oar. 
By flavith methods muft he learn to pleafe, 
By fmooth-tongu’d flatt’ry, that curft court-difeafe, 
Supple to ev’ry wayward mood firike fail, _ 
And fhift with fhifting humour’s peevith gale. 


_ To Nature dead he muft adopt vile Art, 


And wear a fmile, with anguifh in his heart. 
A fenfe 
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A fenfe of honour would deftroy his {chemes, 
And confcience ne’er muft fpeak unlefs in dreams. 


When he hath tamely' borne for many years 
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Cold looks, forbidding frowns, contemptuotis fnéers, - 


When he at laft expects, good eafy man, 

To reap the profits of his labour’d plan, - 

Some cringing LacquEy, or rapacious WHORE, 
To favours of the great the fureft door, | 

Some Caramire, or PrmP, in credit grown,” 
Who tempts another’s wife, or fells his own, 

Steps crofs his hopes, the promis’d boon denies, 
And for fome Minron’s Miwron claims the prize, 


Foe to reftraint, unpradtis’d in’ deceit; 
Too refolute, from nature’s active heat, 
To brook affronts, and tamély pafs them by ; 
‘Too proud to flatter, too’ fincere to lye, 

‘Too plain to pleafe, too honeft to be great ; 
Give me, kind Heav’n, an humibler, happier ftate ; 
Far from the place where men with pride deceive, 
Where rafcals promife, and where fools believe 5 ; 
Far from the walk of folly, vice and ftrife, 
Calm, independent, let me fteal thro’ life, 

‘ Gg 3 
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Nor one vain with my fteady thoughts beguile- 2 ac 
To fear his lordthip’s frown, or court his fmile, 
‘Unfit for or catnels, I her {nares defy, 

And look on riches with untainted eye. 

To others let the glitt’ring bawbles fall, 

Content fhall place us far above them, all. 


Speétators only on this buftling ftage, 
We fee what vain defigns mankind engage ; 
Vice afte: vice with ardour they purfue, 
And one old folly brings: forth twenty new. 
Perplex’ d with trifles thro’ the vale of life, 
Man ftrives ’gainft man, without a caufe for ftrife ; 
Armies embattled meet, and thoufands bleed, 
For fome vile fpot, where fifty cannot feed. 
Squirrels for nu‘s contend, and, wrong or right, 
For the world’s empire kings ambitious fight;: _. 
What odds?—to us ’tis all the felf-fame thing, - - 
A Nout, a Worn, a Squinrst, and a Kine.. 
Britons, like Roman Kiliies fam’d of old, 
Are caft by nature in.a PaTRioT mould ;, 
No private joy, no private grief they aS 
- Their foul’s ingrofs’d by public weal or woe. 


Inglorious. 


- 
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Inglorious eafe; like ours, they greatly feorn: 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows ado:n. 
Gladly they toil beneath the ftatefman’s pains, 
Give them but credit fora ftatefman’s brains. 

All would be deem’d; e’en from the cradle, fit 

To rule in politics as well as wit, = 

The prave; the gay, the fopling, and the dunce, 
Start up (God blefs us!) ftatefmen all at once. 


His mighty charge of fouls the prieft forgets, 
The court-bred lord: his: promifes and debts, — 
- Soldiers their fame, mifers forget their pelf, — 
The rake his miftrefs, and the fop himfelf ; 
Whilft thoughts of higher moment claim their care, « 
And their wife heads the weight of kingdoms bear.. 


Females themfelves the glorious ardour feel, 
And boaft an equal, ora greater zeal, 
From nymph to nymph the ftate-infection flies, 
Swells in her breaft, and fparkles in her eyes. 
O’erwhelm’d by politics lie malice, pride, 
Envy, and twenty other faults befide. - 
No more their little flutt’ring hearts confefs 
A paftion for applaufe, or rage for drefs ; 
| | G4 ee No 
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No more they pant for Pusiic RAREE-SHOWS, 
- Or lofe one thought on monkeys or on beaux. | 
Coquettes no more purfue the jilting plan, 

And luftful prudes forget to rail at man. 

The darling theme C A{CILIA’s felf will chufe, 
_ Nor thinks of fcandal whilft the talks of news, 


"The CIT, a Common- Councin-Man by pace, 

-'Ten thoufand mighty nothings in his faee, 

Py fituation as by nature great, je 

With nice precifion parcels out the ftate 5 rans 

Proves and difproves, affirms, and then deniess 

Objects himfelf, and to himfelf replies ; 

- Wielding aloft the Politician rod, 

Makes Prrvr by turns a devil and a god 

Maintains, e’en to the very teeth of pow’r, 

The fame thing right and-wrong in half an hour; 
Now all is well, now he fufpeéts.a plot, 

And plainly proves, WHATEVER Is, IS:NOT.s 

- Fearfully wife, he fhakes:his empty head, 

And deals out empires as he deals. out. thread. 

His ufelefs fcales are im a corner flung, 

And Europe’s balance hangs upon his: tongue. _- 
| : Peace. 
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Peace to fuch triflers, be our happier plan 
‘To pafs thro’ life as eafy as we.cany. 
Who’s in or out, who moves. this:grand machine,’ 
Nor ftirs my curiofity, nor fpleen. 
‘Secrets of ftate no: more wif to know 
Than fecret movements: of a PUPPE T-SHOW 3 
Let but the puppets move, I’ve my. defire, - 
- Unfeen the hand which puides the MAsTER-WIREs 
What is’t to, us, if taxes rifeor fall; 
_ Thanks to our fortune we pay none at all, 
Let muckworms, who in’ dirty acres deal,, 


Lament thofe hardfhips which we cannot fecha Sigs 


His Griace,, who finarts, may bellow if he pleas: sete 


But mutt I bellow too, who fit at eafe’? 
By cuftom fafe, the poet’s riumbers- flow, 
Free as the light. and air fome years ago, 
_ No ftatefman: e’er will find it worthi his. pains 
. To tax our labours, and-excifé our brains. 
- Burthens like thefe vile earthly: buildings: beary 
No tribute’s laid on: Ca/iles in the Aire 
Let then’ the flames: of war deftructive-reigns 
And ENGLAND’s terrors awe imperious SPAIN; 


~~ 
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Let ev’ry wenal clan and neutral tribe 
Learn to receive conditions, not prefcribe ; 
_ Let. each new-year call loud: for new fupplies, 
And tax on tax with double burthen rife; — 
Exempt we fit, by no rude cares opprett, 
And, having little, are with little bleft. ame 
All real ills in dark oblivion lie, 
And joys, by fancy form’d, their place fupply. 
Nicurt’s laughing hours unheeded flip away, 
Nor one dull thought foretells approach of Day. 


Thus have we liv'd,° and whilft the fates afford 
Plain plenty to fupply the frugal board, 
Whilf Mirra, with Decency his lovely. bride, 
And Wine’s gay Gop, with Temp’RANCE by his fide, 
Their welcome vifit pay; whilft Hearn attends 
The narrow circle of our chofen friends, | 
- Whilft frank Goop-Humour confecrates the treat, 
And Woman makes: fociety complete, 
Thus will we live, tho’ in our teeth are hurl’d 


Thole Hackney Strumpets, PRUDENCE and the Wort». 


Prupence, of old a facred term, imply’d 
Virtue, with godlike wifdom for her guide, 
so — But 


£EGwW R =e 
But now in gen’ral_ufe is known to mean. . 
The ftalking-horfe of vice; and folly’s fereen. 


The fenfe perverted we retain the name, 


Hypocrisy and PRuDENCE are the fame. 


A Turor’ once,’ more read in men than books, 
A kind of crafty knowledge in his looks, 
Demurely fly, with high preferment bleft, 

His fav’rite pupil in thefe words addrefs’d : 


Would’ft thou, my fon, be wife and virtuous deem’d, 
By all mankind a prodigy -efteem’d ? | 
Be this thy rule; be what men prudent call; — 

-Prupence, almighty Prupence, gives thee all: 
_ Keep up appearances, there lies the teft, 
_.The-world will give thee credit for the reft. 
Outward be fair, however foul within; — 
Sin if thou wilt, but) then: in: fecret fin.» 
This maxim’s into common favour grown, 
Vice is no longer vice, unlefs ’tis known. 
Virtue indeed may barefac’d take the field; 
But vice is virtue when ’tis well conceal’d. 
Should raging paffions drive thee to a* whore, 
Let Prupence lead thee to 2 po/ffern door ; 


Stay 
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‘Stay out all-night, but take efpécial caré 
‘That PRUDENCE bting thee back to early prayer, 
As one with watching and with ftudy faint, 
Reel in a drunkard, and reel out a faint, 
With joy the seach this ufeful lefforr heard, 
And in his mem’ ry ftor’d each precious word, 
Succefsfully purfu’d the plan, and zow, 
** Room for my Lorp—V1ixtve_ ftand by and: bow.” 


_ And’ is this. all—is this the worldling’s art, 
To mafk, but not’ amend a vicious heart ? : 
Shall lukewarm cdution and demeanour grave | 
For wife and good ftamp ev’ry fupple knave? 
Shall wretches, whom: no real virtue warms, 
Gild fair their names and ftates with empty forms; 
Whilft Virtue, feeks in vain: the wifh’d-for prize; 
Becaufe, difdaining ill, the hates’ difguifé ; 
‘Becaufe the frankly pours forth alb her ftore, 
Seems what fhe is, and {corns to: pafs for more? 
Well—be it fo—let’ vile diffemblers hold © ~ 
Unenvy’d pow’r, and boaft their dear-bought gold, 
Me neither pow’r thall tempt, nor thirft of pelf, 
To flatter others or deny myfelf; | | 
: Might 
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Might the whole world be plac’d within my  fpan, 
I would not be that TuHinc, that PRupENT Man. 


What, cries Sir PLranr, would you: then oppofe 
Yourfelf, alone, againft an hoft of foes ?. 
Jet not conceit, and peevifh luft to rail, 
Above all fenfe of intereft prevail, 
Throw off for fhame this petulance of wit, 
Be wife, be modeft, and for once fubmit : 
Too hard the tafk ’gainft multitudes to fight, 
You muft be wrong, the Worx is in the right. 


What is this Worun? a term which men have got 
To fignify, not one in ten knows what fii 
_ A term, which with no more precifion’ paffes 
To point out herds of men than herds of a/fes’; 
In common ufe no more it means we find, 


Than many fools in fame opinions join’d. 


Can numbers then change nature’s ftated laws ? 
(Can numbers make the worfe the. better caufe? 
Vice mutt be vice, virtue be virtue ftll, 
- Tho” thoufands rail at good and practife ill. 
| — Wou'dt 
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Wouldft thou defend the Gaul’s deftructive rage 
Becaufe vatt nations on his part engage? 

Tho’ to fapport the rebel Casar’s caufe 
‘Tumultuous legions arm againft the laws, 

Tho’ Scandal would our Patriots name impeach, 
And rails at virtues which fhe cannot reach, 
_. What honeft man but would with joy fubmit 

3 To bleed with Caro, and retire with PITT: ° 


Stedfaft and true to virtue’s facred laws, 
Unmov’d by vulgar cenfure or applaufe, 
Let the Worx» talk, my F riend ; that W oRLD we know 
Which calls us guilty, cannot make us fo. 
Unaw’d by numbers, follow Nature’s plan, 
Affert the rightsy or quit the name of man. 
- Confider well, weigh ftriGly right and wrong ; 
Refolve not quick, but once refolv’d be ftrong. 
In fpite of Dullnefs, and in fpite of Wit, 
If. to thyfelf thou canft thyfelf acquit, 
Rather ftand up affur’d with confcious pride’ 
_ Alone, than err with millions. on ‘thy. fide. 


THE 


THE 
PROPHECY of FAMINE. 
2 
- scoTs Bis ‘OEE 


JOHN WILKES, Esa 


6 eee = See 


PROPHECY of FAMINE. 


ta tee 


A 
sCOTS PASTORAL. 


% K THEN Corr firft inftruas his darts to fly 
From the fly corner of fome cook-maitl’s eye, 
The ftripling raw, juft enter’d in his teens, | 
Receives the wound, and wonders what it means; 
His heart, like dripping, melts, and new defire 
Within him ftirs, each time fhe ftirs the fire; 
23 on, I. | 3 H Trembling 


. 
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"Trembling and: blufhing he the fair one views, 
And fain would Bs but can’t—without a Muse. _ 


So to the facred mount ‘he takes his way, 

~ Prunes his young wings, and tunes his infant lay, — 
- His oaten reed to rural ditties frames, 

To flocks and rocks, to hills and rills proclaims, 
In fimpleft notes, and all unpolifh’d ftrains, 

The loves of nymphs, and ede the loves of fwains. 


y o 4 . 
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Clad, as your nymphs were always clad of yore, 
In ruftic weeds—a cook-maid now no more— 
Beneath an aged oak LARDELLA lies— 

Green mofs her couch; her canopy the fkies. 
From aromatic fhrubs the rogui/h gale 

Steals. young perfumes, and watts them thro’ the vale, 
The youth, turn’d fwain, and fkill’d in ruttic lays, 
Faft by her fide his am’rous defcant plays. 

Herds lowe, Flocks bleat, Pies chatter, Ravens fereamr, 
And the full: chorus dies a-down the fveam, _ 
‘The ftreams, with mufic freighted, as they pais, 

| Prefent the fair LARDELLA with a glafs, . 

And ZsPHyr, to compleat the love-fick plan, 
Waves his light wings, and ferves her for a fan. 

nite But, 
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But; when maturer Judgment. takes the —s 

Thefe childith toys on Reafon’s altar bleed ; 
Form’d after fome great man, whofe name breeds awe, 
Whole ev’ry fentence Fafhion makes a law, 
Who on mere credit. his vain trophies rears, - 
And founds his merit on our fervile fears; 
Then: we. difeard the workings of the heart, _ 
And nature’s banifh’d by mechanic art; : 
Then, deeply read, our reading muft be fhown; 
Vain is that knowledge which remains unknown, 
Then OsTENTATION marches to our aid, 
“And letter’ Pripe ftalks forth in full parade; 
Beneath their care behold the work refine, 
Pointed each fentence, polifh’d ev’ry line: 
Trifles are. dignified, and taught to wear 
The robes of Ancients with a Modern air, 
Nonsense with. Claffc ornaments is grac’d, 

And paffes current with the ftamp of Taste... 


Then the rude THeEocrite is ranfack'd o’er, . 
And courtly Maro call’d from Mrnczro’s fhore; 


- Sicilian Mufes on. our mountains roam, — 


Eafy and free as if they: were at home ; 
H 2 NYMPHS, 
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Nein! Wwe ‘Nexerys, Dryaps, ena tH Pauws 
Sport in our floods, and trip it o’er our Jawns;. 

| Flow’r rs, which ‘onde fourith’d fairin GREECE and Rom, 

More fair revive in ENGLAND’ s meads to bloom ; | 

(Skies without ‘loud’ exotic fans adorn ; 

And rates blufh, ‘but ‘blufh without ‘a’ thorm; 3 

‘Landfcapes: unknown to ‘dowdy Nature, rife, ihe 


“And new creations bine our Pacootiog eyes: 


For ‘bards, like ‘thele, who neither fing nor yy 
Grave without thought, and “without™ feeling ay, 
W hofe humbers | in die even tenor flow, 
Attun’d to pleafure, ‘and attun’d to woe, | 
‘Who, if plain Common- SENSE her -vifit pays, whe 
_ And mars one couplet in their happy lays,” aps 
As at fome Ghoft afftighted, ftart ‘and flare, 
And afk the meaning of her coming ‘there ; : 
For bards like théfe ‘a wreath fhall Mason bring, — 
Lin’d with the fofteft down of F OLLY’s wing; 
In Love’s PacopA fhall they ever doze, , 
And Gispar kindly rock them to repote ; 
My lord—to letters “2s to faith mok true— oe 
-At once their ‘patton and example too— | 
creer eee . Shall 
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~ Shall quaintly. fafhion his loye-labour’d dreams, —_ 
Sigh with fad winds; and weep with weeping ftreams, | 
- Curious in grief, (for-real_grief, we know, - 
Is curious to drefs. up the tale of woe) - | 
- From the green: umbrage of fome Drvip’s feat, 


Shall his own works in his own way ene. 


| Me, Se no mufe of heav’nly birth sclcties, 
No judgment tempers when rafh genius fires ; 
Who boatt no. merit but mere knack of rime, 
Short gleams: of fenfe, and fatire out_of time, 
Who cannot follow where trim fancy leads 
By prattling ftreams o’er fou'r empurpled meads 5 
Who often, but without fuccels, have pray’d | 
For apt ALLITERATION’S artful aid; 
Who would,. but cannot, with a mafter’s fkill, , 
Coin fine new epithets, cubich-nisan the ill, 
_ Me, thus uncouth, thus ev’ry. way, unfit | 
é For pacing. poely, and amobling wit, 
Taste with contempt beholds, nor deigns to lace, 
Amongft the Ioweft of her fayour’d race. 


‘Thou, Nature, art my-goddefs—to thy law. 
 Myfelf I dedicate—hence Mavith ‘awe 3 
H 32 : ~ Which 
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Which bends to fathion, and obeys the rules, 

_ Impos’d at firft, and fince obferv’d by fools. 

Hence thofe vile tricks which mar fair NATURE’s aise 
And bring the fober matron forth ta view, 

With all that artificial tawdry glare, 

Which virtue feorns, and none but {trumpets wear. 
Sick of thofe pomps, thofe vanities, that waite 

Of toil, which critics now miftake for tafe, 

Of falfe refinements fick, and labour’d eafe, 

Which Art, too thinly veil’d, forbids to pleafe, 

_ By Nature’s charms (inglorious truth!) fubdu’d, 
However. plain her drefs, and “haviour rude, | 

To northern climes my happier courfe I fteer, 
Climes where the Goddefs reigns throughout the year, 
Where, undifturb’d by Art’s rebellious plan, 

She rules the yal Laird, and faithful Clan. 


To that rare foil, where virtues cluftring grow, 
What mighty bleflings doth not EncLaNnD owe? 
: What waggon-loads of courage, wealth and fenfe, 

- Doth each revolving day import from thence ? 

. To us the gives, difinterefted friend, 

Faith without fraud, and Sruaxrs without end. 
‘When 
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When we profperity’s rich. trappings wear, 

Come not her gen’rous fons and take a fhare? 
And ify by fome difaftrous: turn, of fate, . 

Change fhould enfue, and ruin feize the ftate, 
Shall we not find, fafe in that hallow’d ground, | 
Such refuge as the Hory. Martyr, found? 
Nor lefs our debt in Scrence, tho’ deny’d: 

By the weak flaves of prejudice and pride. | 
Thence came the RAMSAYS, names of worthy Notes . 
Of whom one paints, as well as t’other wrote ; | 
Thence, Home, difbanded from the fons. of _pray’r 
For loving plays, tho’ no dull DEAN, was there 5 
Thence iffiued forth, at great MacPHERson’ s call, 
That old, new, Epic Paftoral, Finca; 

Thencey MauLocn, friend alike of Church and Site 
Of Curist and Lisertry; by grateful Fate 
Rais’d to rewards, which, ina. pious reign, 

All darhng Infidels fhould feek in; vain 5 ts 
q hence fimple bards, by fimple prudence taught, a 
To this wife town by fimple patrons brought, 

In fimple manner utter fimple lays, * 
And take, with fimple penfions, fimple praife. 
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Waft me fone ‘mufe to ‘Tween’s infpiring ftream, 
Where all the little loves and graces dream, 
Where flowly winding the: dull waters creep, 

And feem: theinfélves:to own the power of fleep, 
Where: on the furface Lead like feathers, fwims, 
There let me bathe my yet wnhallow’d limbs, 

As once a SYRIAN bath’d in Jorpan’s flood, 
Wath off my native ftains; corre@ that blood 
Which mutiries’ at call-of Engli/h pride, 

And, ee tO m esteant lls a pent: tide. 


From foleiin thought whigh: fosetces'e the Bbw | 

_ Of patriot care, when things are—God knows how ; 
From: nice trim points, where Honour, flave to rule, 
In compliment to folly, plays the fool; . ) 
From thofe gay {cenes, where mirth exalts his pow’r, 
And eafy Humour wings: the laughing hour; 
From thofe foft: better: rhotents;|wherp defire ©) 
Beats high, and all the world of man’s on fire, 
When snutual ardouts of the melting fair- 

More thar repay us for whole years’ of care, 

At Friendpip’s fammons ‘will my WiiKes retreat, 
And fee, once feen before; that ancient feat, 

That 


om | 
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That ancient featy where majetty- difplay’d 
Her enfigns, dong: before the world was made‘! 


Mean, nartow maxims, which énflave mankind, 
Ne’er from its bias» warp thy fettled mind. 
_ Not dup’d by party, nor opinion’s flave, 
Thofe faculties. which bounteous. Nature Raves | 
Thy honeft fpirit into practice brings, 
Nor courts the fmile, nor dreads the frown of Kings.” — 
Let rude licentious Englifhmen comply: cod 
With tumult’s voice, and curfe-they know not why 5 - 
Unwilling to condemn, thy foul, difdains,) 
To wear vile faétion’s arbitrary chains, 
And ftri@ly weighs, in apprehenfion clear, a 
Things as they are, and not as they appear. 
With thee Goop Humour tempers lively Wit, 
Enthron’d with JuDGMENT, Canpour loves to fit, 
And Nature gave thee, open to diftrefs, 
A heart to: pity; and a hand: to blefs. 


Oft have I heard thee mourn the wretched lot 
Of the poor, mean; -defpis’d, -infulted Scots Gor 
Who, might caluy reafon credit idle tales, 


| By rancour forg’d where prejudice prevails, 


«. 
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Or ftarves at home, or practifes, thro’ fear 

Of ftarving, arts which damn all confcience here, 
When Scriblers, to the charge by int’reft led, 
The fierce North-Briton foaming at their head, 
Pour forth inveétives, deaf to candour’s call, 


And injur’d by one ‘alien, rail at all ; ra 


On Northern Pifech when they take their ftand, 
To mark the weaknefs of that Holy Land, 
With needlefs truths their libels to adorn, 


And hang a nation up to public fcorn, . var 


Thy gen’rous foul condemns the frantic rage, 
And hates the faithful, but ill-natur’d, page. — | 


The Scots are poor, cries furly Engiifh: pride 5 
True is the charge, nor. by themfelves deny’d, | 
Are they not then*in ftri@eft reafon clear, 

Who wifely come: to mend their fortunes‘here? 
If by low fupple arts fuccefsful grown, = 
They fapp’d our vigour’ to increafe their own, 
If, mean in want, and infolent in pow’r, 
They only fawn’d more furely to devour, — 
Rous’d by fuch wrongs fhould Reason take alarm, 
And e’en the Muse for public fafety arm; 

But 
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But if they own ingenuous virtue’s fway, 

And follow where ‘true honour points the way, | 

If they revere the hand by whieh they’re- fed, 

And ble& the donors for their daily bread, 

Or by vaft debts of higher import bound, 

Are always humble, always grateful: found, ‘i 


If they, direéted. by Pau’s holy pen, 
- Become difcreetly all things to all men, 

‘That all men may become all things to them, 
Envy may hate, but juftice can’t condemn. , 
<< Into our places, ftates,and-beds they creep ;” 
They’ve fenfe to get, what we want fenfe to keep. - 


; Otice; be the hour accurs’d, accurs’d the place, 
I ventur’d to blafpheme the chofen race. er 
Into thofe traps, which men, ca/’d Parriots, laid, ~ 
By fpecious ‘arts unwarily betray’d,  — 
Madly I leagu'’d againft that facred earth, 
Vile parricide! which gave a parent birth. 
But fhall I meanly error’s path purfue, 
When heavenly ‘Ru rH prefents her apes clue, 
Once plung’d in ill, thall I go farther in?> 
‘To make the oath, was rafh; to keep it, fin. 

2% Backward 
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Backward I tread the. paths I trod before, .- 

And calm reflection hates what paflion fwore. 
Converted, (blefled are the fouls which know 

Thole pleafures. which from true converfion flow, 
Whether to reafon, who now rules my breaft, 

Or to pure faith, like. Ly rTLETON and West) 
Paft crimes to expiate, be my prefent aim: 

To raife new trophies to the ScoTTisH name, 

To make (what can the proudett Mufe do. more !} 
K’en faction’s fons her brighter worth. adore, beat 
To make her glories, ftamp’d with honeft. rimes, | 
In fullefttide roll “down. to lateft times. , 


‘© Prefumptuous wretch! and fhall a Auf like thine, — 

“ An Englifh Mufe, the meanett of the nine, 
© Attempt a theme like this? Can her weak ftrain 
“* Expect indulgence’ from the mighty THANE ?. 
<< Should he from toils-of government retire, E 
<< And for a moment fan the poet’s Gite, ji skisiy: 
as Should he, of feiences the moral friend, 
« Each curivus, each important fearch faufpend, 
“¢ Leave unaffified Hitt of herbs to tell, 

« And all the wonders of a@ Cockle-fhell, | 
| © Having 
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«¢ Having the Lord’s good grace beforé his eyes, 

“© Would not the Home ftep forth, and gain the aoe 
<< Or if this wreath of honour might adorn - , 

«¢ "The humble brows of one in England born, 


= Prefumptuous full thy daring muft appear ; 


re te all thy tow’ring hopes, whilft I am here:”” 


Thus fpake a form, by filken fimile, and tone 
Dull and unvaried, for the Laure AT known, 


Foxty’s chief friend, Decorum’s eldeft fon, 


‘In ev'ry party found, and yet of none. 


This airy fubjtance; this fubfantial fade, 
Abath’d heard, and with refpeét obey’d. 


From themes too lofty for a bard fo mean, 
Difcretion beckons to an humbler fcene, 
The reftlefs fever of ambition laid, 
Calm I retire, and feek the fylvan fhade. 
Now be the Mufe difrob’d of all her ‘pride, 


_ Be all the glare of verfe by Truth fapplied, 
And if plain nature pours a fimple ftrain, | 
’ Which Bute may praife, and Ossran not difdain, 


Osstay, fublimeft, Jimpleft Bard of all, 
Whom English Infidels, MacrHERsSoN ‘all, 


Then — 
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‘Then round my head {hall honour’s enfigns wave, 


And penfions mark me for.a willing flave. : : 


Two boys, whofe birth beyond all queftion fprings 
From great and glorious, tho’ forgotten, kings, 
Shepherds of Scotti/p lineage, born and bred _ 

On the fame bleak and barren mountain’s head, 

By niggard nature doom’d on the fame rocks 

‘To {pin out life, and ftarve themfelves and flocks, 

Frefh as the morning, which, enrob’d in mift, _ ee 

‘The mountain’s top with ufual dullnefs kifs’d, 

Jockey and Sawnery to their Jabours rofe ; 

Soon clad I ween, where nature needs no cloaths, 

Where, from their youth enur’d to winter-fkies, 
Drefs and her vain refinements they defpife. : a 


. Jockey, whofe manly high-bon’d cheeks to crown 
With freckles {potted flam’d the golden down, 

- ‘With mikle art, could on the bagpipes play, 

E’en from the rifing to the fetting day;, 


SAWNEY 
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SAWNEY as long without remorfe could bawl 
Home’s madrigals, and ditties from Finca. 

Oft at his ftrains, all natural tho’ rude, 

The Highland Lafs forgot her want of food, 
And, whilft. the /cratch’d her lover into reft, 

Sunk pleas’d, tho” hungry, on her SAWNEY’s brealt. 


Far as the eye could reach, no tree was feen, 
Earth, clad in ruffet, fcorn’d the lively green, 
‘The plague of Locufts they fecure defy, 
For in three hours a grafhopper muft die. | 
No living thing, whate’er its food, feafts there, 
But the Cameleon, who can feaft on air. | 
No birds, except as birds of paffage flew, 
No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo. 
No ftreams as amber fmooth, as amber clear, 
Were feen to glide, or heard to warble here. 
Rebellion’s fpring, which through the country ran, 
Furnifh’d, with bitter draughts, the fteady clan. 
No flow’rs embalm’d the air, but one white rofe, 
Which, on the tenth of June, by inftinét -blows, 
_ By inftin® blows at morn, and,.when- the fhades 
OF drizly eve prevail, by inftin@ fades, 

: | | One 
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One, and but one poor folitary caves 2 a 
Too {paring of her favours, nature gave; 
That one alone (hard tax on Scottish pride!) 
Shelter at once ‘for man” and ‘beaft fupplied. 
Their fnares without entangling “briets fpread, 

: And thiftles, arm’d againft th’ inyader’s head, 
Stood in clofe ranks all entrance to oppofe, ” 

- Thiftles now held more precious than the rofe. 
All creatures which, on nature’s earlieft plan, 
Were form’d to loath, and to beloath’d by man, . 
Which ow’d: their birth: to: naftinefs “and fpite, ae 

: Deadly«to touch, ‘and hateful to the fight, a 
Creatures, which when admitted in the ark, 

Their Saviour fhun’d, and rankled: in the dark, 
Found place withi#: marking het foifome road 
With poifon’s ‘trail, here.crawl'd the bloated Toad; 

There webs were fpread of more than common fize, ~ 
And half-ftarv’d fpiders ‘prey’d onhalfftarv'd flies; 

In queft of food, Efts ftrove in vain to crawl ; 

| Slugs, pinch’d with hunger, fmear’d the flimy wall; ° < | 
The .cave around with hiffing ferpents rung ;_ 

On the damp roof unhealthy vapour hung; — 

And Famine, by her children always known, 
Ws proud as poor, here fix’d her native throne. 
| : | = Here, 
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Here, for the fullen fky was overcatt, 
And fummer flirunk beneath a wint’ry blaft, 
A native blaft, which, arm’d with hail and rain, 
Beat unrelenting on the naked fwain, 
The Boys for fhelter made ; behind, the Band 
Of which thofe thepherds every day take keep, 
Sickly crept on, and with complainings rude, 
- On nature feem’d to call, and bleat for food. 
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Sith to this cave, by tetripeft, we're confin’d, 
And within fen our flocks, under the wind, 
Safe from the pelting of this perilous fterm, 
Are laid emong yon thiftles, dry and warm, 
What, Sawney, if by fhepherd’s art we try, 
To mock the rigour of this cruel fky? 

What if we tune fome merty roundelay ? 
Well doft thou fing, nor ill doth Jockey play. — 


SA. Wo NOE HX, 
Ah, Jockey, ill advifeft thou, J was, 


To think of fongs at fuch a time as this, 
WoL: Te: I 
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Sooner. 
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Sooner fhall herbage-crown thefe batren. rocks, : 
Sooner thal} fleeces loath thefe ragged flocks, 
Sooner fhall want feize Shepherds. of the fouth, . 
And we forget to Jive:from hand to mouth, 
‘Than Sawney, ‘out.of ‘feafon, halhimpart 
The fongpi of ksielete with an aided heart. 


bP i Bis Kooks Bo 


Still have I known thee foria filly fwain; 
Of things paft help, what boots it to complain? 
Nothing but mairth can conquer fortune’s fpite ; 
No {ky is heavy, if the heart be light: 
Patience is forrow’s falve; what can’t be cur’d, 
$0 Donald ae wie mutt be endur’ds 


s. el we N. E. x 
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How did’ft thou bear thy Macey’s falthood? how, 

_ When with a foreign loon fherftole away, | 
Did’ thou forfwear thy pipe and thepherd’s lay ? 
‘Where was thy boalted. wildom then, when.I 

Applied thofe proverbs, which you. now apply? 
Becood | ae JOCKEY. 


_ A lafs fo fair fhould ever prove untrue. 


et 
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O the was: bonny! all the Highlands round 
Was there a rival.to my Maccy fourid #2" +2 
More precious (tho’ that precious is to all) 


Than the rare med’cine, which we Brimftone' call, 


Or that choice plant, fo grateful to the nofe, ~~ 


Which, in'I know not what far country, grows, 


Was Macocy unto me;*dear-do I rue, 
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Whether with pipe or fong to-charm the ear, 
Thro’ all the land did Jame find a peer? 
Curs’d be that year by ev’ry honeft Scot, 

And in the fhepherd’s calendar forgot, 
That fatal year, when JAMIE, haplefs {wain, 
In evil hour forfook the peaceful plain. 


_ Jamre, when our young Laird difcreetly fled, 
Was feiz’d and hang’d: till he was dead, dead, dead. | 


7 
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Full forely may we all lament that day : 

For all were lofers in the deadly fray. 
Five brothers had 1, on the Scottifh plains, 
Well doft thou know were none more hopeful fwains; 
Five brothers there I loft, in manhood’s pride, 
Two in the field, and three on gibbets died ; 

_ Ab! filly fwains, to follow war’s alarms !, 
«Abt what hath thepherd’s life to.do with arms! 
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Mention it not—there faw I ftrangers clad, 
in all the honours of our ravith’d Plaid, 
Saw the FERRARA too, Our nation’s pride, 
Unwilling grace the aukward. victor’s fide. 
There fell our choiceft youth, and from that day 
Mote never Sawney tune the merry lay ; © 
~ Blefs’d thole which fell! curs’d thofe which ftill furvive, 
To mourn Aico renew’d i in forty -five. 


Thus 
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T hus plain’d the Boys, when, from her throne of turf, 
With boils embofs’d, and overgrown with fcurf, 
Vile humours, which, in life’s corrupted well, 
Mix’d at the birth, not abftinence could quell, 
Pale Famine rear’d the heady her eager eyes, 
Where hunger e’en to madnefs feem’d to rife, 
Speaking aloud her throes and pangs of heart, © 
Strain’d to get loofe, and from their orbs to ftart ; 
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-funk cell, 
Where wretchednefs and horror lov’d to dwell ; 
With double rows of ufelefs teeth fupplied, 
Her. mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide, 
“Which, when for want of food her entrails pin’d, 
- She op’d, and curfing fwallow’d nought but wind ; 
All fhrivell’d was her fkin, and here and there, 
- Making their way by force, her bones lay bare : 
Such filthy fight to hide from human view, 
_O’er her foul limbs a tatter’d Plaid the threw. 


Ceafe, cried the Goddefs, ceafe, defpairing fwains, 


And from a parent hear what Jove ordains ! 


~ Pent in this barren corner of the ifle, 
Where partie fortune never deign’d to {mile ; 
Ig Lake 
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Like nature’s baftards, reaping for our hire: 
What was rejected by the lawful heir ; 
Unknown amongft the nations of the earth, 
Or only known to raife contempt and mirth ;° 
Long free, becaufe the race of. Roman braves 


Thought it not worth theit while to make'us flaves; 


Then into bondage by that nation brought, 
Whofe ruin we for ages vainly, fought ; . 

Whom fill with unflack’d'hate we view, and fill, 
_ The pow’r of mifchief loft,.retain the wills... 


Confider’d as the refufe of mankind, tere esideraie # 


A mafs till the laft moment. left behind,. 

Which frugal nature doubted,.a8 it lay, 
Whether to ftamp with Jife, or throw away; 
Which, form’d in hafte;- was: planted in this.nook, 
But never enter’d in @reation’s book ; 

Branded as traitors, who for love.of golds ; 


Would fell their God, as otice their. King. a folds 


Long have we borne this mighty weight of ill, 
Thefe vile injurious taunts, and’ bear them fill; 
But times of happief-note are now at hand,. 
And the full promife of a better land : 

There, like the Sons of Ifracl; having trod, - 
For the fix’d term.of years ordain’d by God, 


A barren 


~ 
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A barren defart; -we fhall feize rich: plains; | a 
Where milk with honey flows; arid? plenty: reigns. sw. {leds 
“With fome few natives: join’d, fome pliant few, eu Ot: 
Who worthipint'reft, and our. track: purfue;: 194 5 
. There fhall wey! ‘tho?’ the wretched people’ grieve, 
Ravage at largeipnor afkthe:owners'leave: . 


“ee 


For us, thé earth ‘fhall bring forth her increafe’; °~ 
For us, the flocks thall wear a golderr fleece’; ¢ 
Fat Beeves fhalhyield' us dainties not wrancens 


' And the grape’ bleed acnettar yetinknown’) Slt. oct chego 
-. For our Advantage thall theinharvelts'gfowys 2 bo \. 
And Scot/inen yeap,:what they difdain’dsto'foww 's* 


For us, the fur fhalbclimb the eaftern hill; i 
- For us, the rain fhall filly: theldéwndiftiliph<! soos eda 
‘When to our withes Nature cannotwifej: mo) be! 

. ART hall be tafk’d to grant us frefh fupplies. | 
His brawney-arat ‘(hall drudging Lawobrfiraing | 1 


3 And for our pleafure fuffer daily paimy 9 > 
3 ‘Trabe fhall for us exert her utmoft pow'rs; 


s Her’s all the toilj:andsall the profit;:our’s;, . — ae Bie 
For us, the Oakthall fromshisnativeteep 8 


__ Defcend, :and:fearlefs tfavel’ thro’ ithe! déep 5 


Sou Pes ee 
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| The fail of CommERceE for our ufe unfurl’d, | 
Shall waft the treafures of each diftant world; 
For us, fublimer heights fhall fcience reach, a | 
For us, their Statefmen plot, their Churchmen preach ; 
Their nobleft limbs of coynfel we'll disjoint, — : 
_And, mocking, new ones of our own appoint ; — 
Devouring War, imprifon’d in the north, | 

Shall, at our call, in horrid pgmp break forth, 

And when, his chariot wheels with thynder hung, — 

Fell Difcord praying with her brazen tongue, > 

Death in the van; with Anger, Hate, and Fear, 

And De(olation ftalking in the rear, 

Revenge, by Juftice guided, in his train, 

He drives impetuaus o’er the trembling plain, 

Shall, at our bidding, quit his lawful prey, 

And to meek, gentle, gen’rous Peace give way. » 


Think not, my fons, that this fo blefs’d eftate 
Stands at a diftance on the roll of fate ; 
Already big with hopes of future fway, 
E’en from this cave I {cent my deftin’d prey. 
Think not, that this dominion o’er a race, 
3 Whofe former deeds fhall time’s laft annals grace, 


- 


Tn 
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In the rough faceof peril muft be fought, . 

And with the lives of thoufands dearly bought ; 
No—fool’d by cunning, by that happy art 

Which laughs to fcorn the blund’ring hero’s heart, 
Into the fnare fhall our kind neighbours fall — 
With open eyes, and fondly give us all, 


When Rome, to prop her finking empire, bore 
Their choiceft levies to a foreign thore, 
What if we feiz’d, like a deftroying flood, 
Their widow’d plains, and fill'd the realm with blood, 
Gave an unbounded loofe to manly rage, 
And, {corning mercy, fpar'd nor fex nor age 5 
When, for our intereft too mighty grown, 
Monarchs of warlike bent poffefs’d the throne, 
What if we ftrove divifions to foment, 
And fpread the flames of civil difcontent, 
Affifted thofe who ’gainft their king made head, 
And gave the traitors refuge when they fled ; 
When reftlefs Grory bad her fons advance, 
And pitch’d her ftandard in the fields of France, 
What if, difdaining oaths, an empty found, 
‘ | By which our nation never fhall be bound, . = 
| . Bravely 
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_ Bravely we taught unmuzzled war to roant 
Thro’ the weak land; and: brought cheap laurels lvbtive A 
When the bold traitors leagu’d for the defence’ 
Of Law, Religion, Liberty and Senfe;. : 
When they againft their lawful Monarch rofe;. 
And dar’d the Lord’s Anointed to’ oppofe,. 

. What if we ftill rever’d the banifh’d race, 
And ftrove the Royal Vagrants to repiace, 
With fierce rebellions thook th’ unfettled ftaté, 
And greatly dar’d, tho” crofs’d by partial’ fate’; « | 
_ Thefe faéts,: which might, : where wifdom: aa the fway, — 
_ Awake the very ftones'to bar our way, — | 
There fhall be nothing, nor one trace. remain: 

In the dull region of an Enelith brain. » 

Blefs’d with that Faith; which mountains*can remove, 


Firft they thall Dupes, next Saints, laft Martyrs prove, 


_ Already is this game of fate-begun © © ~ 

Under the fanétion of my Darling Son,» 

That Son, of nature royal as his namé, | « ; 

Is deftin’d to redeen? our race from fhame, © 

-. His boundlefs pow’r, beyond example great, 

_ make the rough way fmooth, -the crooked ftraight, 
S half 


> } 
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Shall for our eafé the rapine- floods reftrain;. ie tisk ww} 


And fink the mounitaimevel to, the-plaini — as Ente 
DriscorD, whom in acaverm tinder grofind) ©) 99 te 


‘With mafly-fettérs their Jate Patriot bounds.) 9. 


Where her own flefh the furious Hag might tear, 
And vent her curfes to the vacant air, | | 
Where, that fhe never might be heard of more, 
He planted Loyaury to guard the door, 
For better purpofe fliall Our Chief releafe, 
Difguife her fora time, and call her Peace. 
Lur'd by that name, fine engine of “deceit, <> = 
Shall the weak Encxisu help themfelves to cheat, 


=< To gain our love, with honours fhall they grace 


The old adherents of the SruartT race, : 
Who pointed out, no matter by what name, 
Tories or Jacosrres, are ftill the fame ;° 

To footh our rage, the temporifing brood 

Shall break the ties of truth and gratitude, 

Againft their Saviour venom’d falfhoods frame, 
And brand with calumny their W1LL1Am’s name ; 


To win our grace, (rare argument of wit) 


To our untainted faith fhall they commit 


(Our 
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(Our faith which, in extremeft perils tried, 


Difdain’d, and ftill difdains, to change her fide,} - 


‘That facred Majefty they all approve, 
Who moft enjoys, and beft deferves their Love, 
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\ MONGST the fons of men how few are known 
Who dare be jutt to merit not their own! 
Superior virtue and fuperior fenfe | 
To knaves and fools will always. give offence ; 
Nay, men of real worth can fcarcely bear, 


So nice is Jealoufy, a rival there. 
; Be 
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Be wicked ’as thou wilt, do all that’s bafe, 
Proclaim thyfelf the monfter of thy race ; 
Let Vice and Folly thy black Soul divide, 
Be proud with meannefs, and be mean with pride ; 
_ Deaf to the voice of Faith and Honour, fall 
From fide to fide, yet be of none at all ; 
Spurn all thofe charities, thofe facred ties, 
- Which Nature in her bounty, good as. wile, | 
To work our fafety, and enfure her plan, 
. Contriv’d to bind, and rivet man to man ; 
Lift againft Virtue Pow’rs oppreffive rod, 
Betray thy Country, and deny thy God; © 
And, in one gen’ral comprehenfive line, 
To group, which volumes fearcely could define, 
Whate’er of Sin and Dullnefs can be faid, 
’s head, 
Yet may’ft thou.pafs unnotic’d in the throng, 


’s heart a D 


jJointoaF 


And, free from Envy, fafely fneak along. 

The rigid Saint, by whom no merey’s fhewn 

To Saints whofe lives are better than:his-own, 
Shall {pare thy crimes; and Wirt, who never once 


Forgave a Brother, hall forgivea Dunce. 


But 
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But fhould thy foul, form’d in fome lucklefs hour, | 
Vile Int'reft fcorn, nor madly grafp at Pow’r ; 
Should Love of Fame, in ev’ty noble mind 
A brave difeafe, with love of Virtue join’d, 7 
Spur thee to deeds of ‘pith, where Cour. ge, tried 
In Reafon’s court, is amply juftified; © — 
Or fond of knowledge, and averfe to ftrife, 
Should’ft Thou prefer the calmer walk of life; 
Should’ft Thou, by pale and fickly Stupy led, 
3 Purfue coy Science to the Fountain head; 
Virtue thy guide, and Public Good thy end, 
Should ev'ry thought to our improvement tend, 
_ To curb the paffions, to en‘arge the mind, 
Purge the fick weal, and humanize mankind : 
Rage in her eye, and Malice in her breaft, | 
Redoubled Horror grinning on her creft, 
- Fiercer each fnake, ~and fharper ev’ry dart, 
~ Quick from her cell fhall madd’ning Envy ftart, 
Then fhalt Thou find, but find alas! too late, - | 
~ How vain is worth ! how fhort-is Glory’s date! — 
Then fhalt Thou find, whilft Friends with Foes confpire- 
To give more proof ‘than virtue would defire, | 
_. Thy danger chiefly lies in aéting well ; 
No crime’s fo great as daring to excel. 


Ven. 1 K | Whiltt 


1h PER DSHRLE TH: 
| Whilft Sarire thus, difdaining mean controul, 
Urg’d the free dictates of an honeft foul, 
Canpour, who, with the charity of Paul, 
Still thinks the beft, whene’er fhe thinks at all, 
With the fweet milk of human kindnefs blefs’d, 
The furious ardour of my zeal reprefs’d, 


Can’ft Thou, with more than ufual warmth, the cry’d, 


Thy malice to indulge, and feed thy pride, 
Can’ft Thou, fevere by Nature as Thou art, 
With all that wond’rous rancour in thy heart, — 
Delight to-torture Truth ten thoufand ways, | 
_ To fpin detraGion forth from-themes of praife, 
To make Vice fit, for purpofes of ftrife, —. 
~ And draw the Hag much larger than the life, 
To make the good feem, bad, the bad feem Worle, 
And reprefent our N ature as our curfe } Bs: 
eure 
Doth not humanity condemn that zeal » 
Which tends to aggravate and not to heal ? 
Doth not difcretion warn thee of difgrace, 
And danger grinning ftare thee in the face; . 
Loud as the Drum, which fpreading terror round 


- . From emptinefs acquires the pow’r of found? 


Doth 


: . } % 
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Doth not eh Voleé of Nor Ton ftrike thy ear, 

And the pale Mansrretp chill thy foul with fear? 
Do’ft Thou, fond man, believe thyfelf fecure, 
Becaufe Thou’rt honeft, and becaufe Thou’rt poor ? 
Do’ft Thou on Law and Liberty depend 

Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy injur’d friend. 
Art Thou beyond the ruffian gripe of Pow’r? 

- When WILkEs, prejudg’d, is fentenc’d to the Tow'r? 
Do'ft Thou by Privilege exemption claim, | 
When Privilege is little more than namé? 

Or to Prerogative (that glorious ground 


__. On which State-feoundréls oft have fafety found) ” 


Do’ft Thou pretend, and there a fan@tion finds 
‘Unpunih’d, thus to Libel human kind? 


When Poverty, thé Poet’s conftant crime, 
Compell’d thee, all unfit, to trade in rime, 
_Had not Romantic notions turn’d thy head, . 
. Had’tt Thou not valued Honour more than bread, 
Had Int’reft, pliant Int’reft, been thy guide, 
And had not Prudence been debauch’d by Pride, 
In flatt’ry’s ftream Thou would’ft have dipp’d thy pen, 
Applied to great, and not to honeft men, 


Se ne ere 


st HYRREDR LEAT 
Nor fhould Conviction have feduc’d thy heart 
_ To take the weaker tho’ the better part. 


What but rank F olly, for thy curfe decreed, 
Could into S arire’s barren path miflead, 
When, ‘open to thy view, before thee lay 
Soul-foothing PANEGYRIC’s flow’ ry way? 
ae There might the mufe have faunter’d at her eafe, 
And, pleafing others, learn’d herfelf to pleafe, — 
Lords fhould have liften’d to the fugar’d treat, a 
And Ladies, fimp'ring, own’d it vattly fweet; - 
Rugues, in thy prudent verfe with virtue grac’d, - 
Fools, mark’d by thee as prodigies of Tatte, 
Muft have forbid, pouring preferments down, 
Such Wit, fuch Truth as thine to quit the gown, 
Thy facred Brethren too (for they no lefs 


Than Laymen, bring their off ’rings to Succefs) ie 


‘Had hail’d Thee good if great, and paid the vow. 
Sincere. as that they pay to God, whilft Thou 

In Lawn hadft whifper’d toa fleeping croud, 

As dull as R : 


, and half as proud, 


| Peace, Canpour—wifely had’ft thou faid, and well, 


_ Could Int’reft in this breaft one moment dwell, 


- Could 
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3 Could fhe, with profpea of faccels, oppofe 2 

The firm refolves which from Conviction rofe, 

I cannot truckle to a Fool of State, 

Nor take a favour from the man I hate. 

Free leave have others by fuch means to thine; 

I feorn their practice, they may laugh at mine, 


But in this charge, forgetful of thyfelf, 
Thow haft affum’d the maxims of that Elf, 
Whom God in wrath for man’s difhonour fram’d, © 
Cunwninc in Heav’n, amongft us PRupENCE nam‘d, 
That fervile PRUDENCE which I leave to thofe 
Who dare not be my Friends, can’t be my Foes. 
Had I, with cruel and oppreflive rimes, 
Purfu’d, and turn’d misfortunes into crimes ;. 
Had I, when Virtue gafping lay and low, 
Join’d tyrant Vice, and added woe to woe ; 
Had I made Modefty in blufhes fpeak, 
And drawn the tear down Beauty's facred cheek ; 
Had I (damn’d then) in thought debas’d my lays, _ 
To wound that Sex which Honour bids me praife ; 
. Had I, from vengeance by bafe views betray’d,’ 
~ . Inendlefs night funk injur’d AYLIFF’s fhade ; 
K 3 eee 
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Had I (which Satirifts of mighty name, 
Renown’d in rime, rever'd for moral fame, 
Have done before, whom Juttice fhall purfue 
: In future verfe) brought forth to public view 
A noble Friend, and made his foibles known, 
Becaufe his worth was greater than my own ; 
Had I {par’d thofe (fo Prudence had decreed) 
Whom, -God fo help me at my greateft need, 
I ne’er will {pare, thofe.yipers to their King, 


'. Who fmooth their looks, and flatter whilft they fling, 


_ Or had I not taught patriot zeal to boaft . ~ 
Of Thofe, who flatter leaft, but love him moft ; 
Had I thus finn’d, my ftubborn foul fhould bend 
At Canpour’s voice, and take, as from a friend, 
_ The deep rebuke; Myfelf fhould be the firft 
To hate myfelf, and ftamp my Mufe accurs’d. 


- But fhall my arm—forbid it manly Pride, 
_ Forbid it Reafon, warring on my fide— 
For vengeance lifted high, the ftroke forbear, 
And hang fufpended in the defart air, | 
_ Or to my trembling fide unnery’d fink down, 
Palfied, forfooth, by Cannpour’s half-made frown ? 
When 
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When Juttice bids me on, fhall I delay. 

- Becaufe infipid Canpour bats my way &3 
When fhe, of all alike the puling friend, 
Would difappoint my Satire’s nobleft end, 
When fhe to villains would a fanétion give, 

And fhelter thofe who are not fit to live, 

When the would fcreen the guilty from a bluth, 
And bids me fpare whom Reafon bids me crufh, 
All leagues with Cannour proudly I refign ; ; 
She cannot. be for Honour’s turn, nor mine. 

Yet come, cold monitor, -half foe, half friend, oat 
Whom Vice can’t fear, whom Virtue can’t commend, 
Come Canpowr, by thy dull indiff rence known, 
Thou equal-blooded judge, Thou lukewarm drone, 
Who, fathion’d without feelings, doft expect, 

We call that Virtue which we know Defect ; 

.Come, and obferve the nature of our crimes, 
The erofs and rank complexion of the times, 
. Obferve it well, and then review my plan ; : 


Praife if you will, or cenfure if you can. 


Whilft Vice prefumptuous lords:it as in fport, 
_ And Piety is only known at Court ; 7 Z 
K 4 Whit 
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Whilf wretched Liperty. expiring lies. 

Beneath the fatal burthen of Excise ; 

Whilft nobles a, without one touch of fhame, 
What men of humble rank would blufh to names. 


Whilft Honour’s plac’d in higheft point of. view, 
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Worfhipp’d by thofe,. who.Juftice never knew ; 
Whilft Bubbles of Diftin@ion wafte in play - 
‘The hours of reft, and blunder thro’ the day, 
With dice and cards opprobrious vigils keep, a 
Then turn to ruin empires in their fleep ; 

' Whilft Fathers, by relentle(s -paffion led, 

Doom worthy injur’d fons to beg their bread, _ 

Merely with ill-got, ill-fav’d wealth to grace | 

An alien, abject, poor, proud, upftart race;, -_ 

Whilft Martin flatters only to betray, : 

_ And Wess gives up his dirty foul for pay ; 

Whilft titles ferve to hufh a villain’s fears ; 


a Whit Peers are Agents made, and Agents Peers, . 


Whilft bafe betrayers are themfelves betray’d, 
And makers ruin’d by the thing they made ; 
Whilft C » falfe to God and man, for gold, 
Like the old traitor who a Saviour fold, 


To fhame his Mafter, Friend, and Father gives ; 


Whilft Bure remains in pow’r, whilft Hout AND lives ;_ 
Can 
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‘And only kings were fafe if thou waft there ; 
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_ Can Satire want a fubject, where Difdain, 
By Virtue fir’d, may point her fharpeft ftrain, 


W here cloath’d with thunder, Truth may roll along, 
And Canpour juftify the rage of fong? 


- Such things! fuch Men before Thee! fuch an Age! 
Where Rancour, great as thine, may glut her rage, 


And ficken e’en to furfeit, where the pride 


Of Satire, pouring down in fulleft tide, 


May fpread wide vengeance round, yet all the while 
Juftice behold the ruin with a {mile ; | 


Whilft I, thy foe mifdeem’d,; cannot condemn, . 


- Nor difapprove that rage I with to ftem, 
: Wilt thou, degen’rate and corrupted, chufe — 


To foil the credit of thy haughty Mufe? 
With Fallacy, moft infamous, to ftain 


- Her Truth, and render all her anger vain ? 


When I beheld Thee incorrect, but bold, 

A various comment on the Stage unfold - 
When Play’rs on Play’rs before thy fatire fell, 
And poor Reviews con{pir’d thy wrath to fwell ; 


_ When States and Statefmen next became thy care, 


Thy 
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Thy ev ry Word I weigh’d in Judgment’s feale, 
And in thy ev’ry word found ‘Truth prevail, 
Why doft Thou now to Falfhood meanly fly? 


Not even Canpour can forgive a lye. 


‘Bad as men are, why fhould thy frantic rimes - 
-'Traffick in Slander, and invent new crimes? 
Crimes, which exifting only in thy mind, 

Weak Spleen brings forth to blacken all Mankind, 
By pleafing hopes we lure the human heart — 

To practife Virtue, and improve in art; 

To thwart thefe ends (which, proud of honeft Fame, 
A noble Mufe would chief and enflame) 

| Thy Drudge contrives, and in our full career 
Sicklies our hopes with the pale hue of Fear ; 
Tells us that all our labours are in vain; 

That what we feek, we never can obtain; 
That, dead to Virtue, loft to Nature’s plan, 
Envy poflefles the whole race of man ; | 
That Worth is criminal, and Danger lies, 


_ Danger extreme, in being good and wife. _ 


*Tis a rank falfhood ; fearch the world around; 
There cannot be fo vile a monfter found, 


Not 
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Not one {fg vile, on whom fufpicions fall 

Of that grofs guilt; which you impute to all. 
Approv’d by thofe who difobey her laws, 
Virtue from Vice itfelf extorts applaufe. 

Her very foes bear witiiefs to her ftate ; 

They will not love her, but they cannot hate. 
Hate Virtue for herfelf, with {pite purfue 7 
Merit for Merit’s fake ! might this be true, ° 


- I would renounce my Nature with difdain, 


And with the beafts that perifh graze the plain ; 


Might this be true, had we fo far fill’d up 


‘The meafure of our crimes, and from the icv 


Of guilt fo deeply drank, as not to find, 
Thirfting for fin, one drop, one dreg behind, 
~ Quick ruin muft involve this flaming ball, 

And Providence in Juftice cruth us all. 
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None.but the damn’d, and amongft them the wort, 


‘Thofe who for double guilt are doubly curs’d, 
Can be fo loft; nor can the worft of all 

At once into fuch deep damnation fall; 

: By painful flow degrees they reach this crime, 
_ Which e’en in Hell muft be a work of time, — 


Ceafe | 
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- Ceafe then thy ‘guilty rage, thou wayward fon, - 
With the foul gall of difcontent o’er-run, 
Lift to my voice—be honeft, if you can, © 
Nor flander Nature in her fav’rite man. 
But if thy fpirit, refolute in ill, 

Once having err’d, perfifts in error fill, 

- Go on at large, no longer worth my care, 
And freely vent thofe blafphemies in air, 
Which I would ftamp as falfe, tho’ on the tongue 
Of Angels the injurious flander hung. | 


| Dup’d by thy vanity (that, cunning elf 

Who fnares the Coxcomb to deceive himfelf ys 

Or blinded by that rage, did’{ft Thou believe — 
‘That We too, coolly, would ourfeives deceive? 
That We, as fterling falfhood would admit, 
Becaufe ‘twas fea‘on’d with fome little wit ? 

When Fi@ion rifes pleafing to the eye, 

Men will believe, becauife they love the lye; 
But Truth herfelf, if clouded with a frown, 

_ Muft have fome folemn proof to pafs her down. 
Haft Thou, maintaining that which muft difgrace 
And bring into contempt the human race, | 


— 
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Haft Thon, or can’ft Thou, in ‘Truth’s facred court, 
To fave thy credit, and thy. caufe fupport, | 
Produce one proof,’ make out one real: ground 

-On which fo great, fo grofs a charge to found ! | 
Nay, do’ft Thou know one man (letithat appear, > 
From wilful falthood I'll proclaim thee clear) 

One man fo loft, to Nature fo untrue) § , 
From whom this gen’ral charge thy rafhnefs drew? . 
On this foundation fhalt thou ftand or fal— 

_ Prove that in One, which you have charg’d on All. 
Reaton determines, and it muft be-done;> 
’?Monatt men, or paft, or prefent, name me One. -* 


¥  HocarTH—I take thee, Canpour, at ss word,’ 
|. Accept thy proffer’d terms, and will be ‘heard ; 3 


. _ Thee have I heard with virulence declaim, 


Nothing retain’d of Candour but the name e 

By Thee have I been charg’d in angry ftrains 

With that mean falfhood which my foul difdains— 

_ Hocartu ftand forth—Nay hang not thus aloof— 

_ Now, Canpour, now Thou thalt receive fuch proof, 
Such damning proof, that henceforth Thou fhalt fear 


Yo tax my wrath, and own my conduét clear— — 


HocaRTH 
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Hocarrs ftand forth—I dare thee to be tried 

In that oreat Court, where Confcience mutt prefide ; 
At that moft folemni bar hold up thy hand ; 

Think before whom, on what account you ftand— 
Speak, but confider well—from firft to laft 

Review thy life, weigh ev’ry action paft— 

Nay, you fhall have no reafon to complain— 

- Take longer time, and view them o’er again 
Can’ft Thou-remember from thy earlieft youth, 
And as thy God muft judge Thee, {peak the truth, 
A fingle inftance where, Self laid afidey 

And Juftice taking place of fear and pride, 

Thou with an equal eye did’ft Genius view, 

And give to Merit what was Merit’s due? 

Genius and Merit are a fure offence, — 

And thy foul fickens at the name of Senfe. 

Is any one {fo foolifh to fucceed, 

_ On Envy’s-altar he is doom’d to bleed ? 
HocGarrTn, a guilty pleafure in his eyes, 

The place of Executioner fupplies. 

See'how he glotes, enjoys the facred feaft, 

And proves himfelf by cruelty a prieft. 


“Whilft 
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Whilft the weak Artift, to thy whims a flave, - ‘ 
- Would bury all thofe pow’rs. which Nature gave, 
Would fuffer blank concealtnent to obfcure 
‘Thofe rays, thy Jealoufy could not endure ; 

To feed. thy vanity would ruft.unknown, — 

And to fecure thy credit blaft his own, ~ 

In HoGarTH he was fure to find a friend ; 

He could not fear, and therefore might commend, 
But when his Spirit, rous’d by honeft Shame, 

| Shiook off that Lethargy, and foar’d to Fame, 
When, with the pride of Mang refolv’d and ftrong, 
He fcorn’d thofe fears which did his Honour teria 


And, on himfelf determin ’dto rely, 


Brought forth his labours to the public eye, 
No Friend in Thee, could fuch a Rebel know 3 


He had defert,. and Hogar was his foe. 


_ Souls of a tim’rous caft, of petty name 
_ In Envy’s court, not yet quite dead to fhame, > 
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May fome Remorfe, fome qualms of Confcience feel, 


’ _ And fuffer Honour to abate their Zeal, — - 
* But the Man, truly and compleatly great, . 


\liows no rule of aétion but his hate; 


~ i Soe Thro’ 


“wt. UCR PSSSCML E +t oO 
Thro’ ev’ry bar he bravely breaks his way, 
Paffion his Principle, and Parts his prey. — 
Mediums in Vice and ‘Virtue fpeak a mind 
Within the pale of ‘Temperance confin’d ; 
The daring Spirit res her narrow fchemes, 


And, good or bad, is always in. extremes. 


Man’s practice duly weigh’d, thro’ ev’ry age 
On the fame plan hath Envy form’d her rage, 
’Gainft thofe whom Fortune hath our rivals made 
In way of Science, and in way of Trade, — 
Stung with mean Jealoufy fhe arms her fpite, 
Firft works, then views their ruin with delight. 
Our HocGartu here a grand improver fhines, 
And nobly on the gen’ral plan refines ; 

_ He like himfelf o’erleaps the fervile bound ; 

‘Worth is his mark, wherever Worth is found. 
Should Painters only his vaft wrath fuffice ? 

. Genius in ev’ry walk is Lawful Prize. | 

. ’Tis a grofs infult to his o’ergrown ftate ; 


His love to merit is to feel his hate. 


When WiLKEs, our Countryman, our commen friend, 
_ Arofe, his King, his Country to defend, 
3 When 
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When tools of pow’r he bar’d to, pablip MOWy:s'r9 gc 
- And from their holes the fneaking cowards drew, 
When Rancour. found it!far beyond herreach, (3...) 
To foil his honour, :and_ his truth impeach, fin. b’oala.o2 
~ What could induce ‘Thee,..at.a time and place, cu : L¥ 
‘Where manly Foes had-bluth’d to thew their-face,. — co 
To make that effort; which muft damn thy mame,,.- 9) _ 
And fink Thee deep, deep in thy grave with fhame 2 
‘Did Virtue move Thee!) no, .*twas.Pride, rank, Pride,» 
And if Thou hadinot done it \Thou hadft dy’dy. ..-p 
Maxice (who, difappointed of her endy go) 
Whether to work the bane of Foe.or Friend, .) 1 
Preys on herfelf, and driven to the Stake, 

Gives Virtue that revenge the {corns,to take) |... 7 
Had kill’d Thee, tott’ring on life’s utmoft NARS e «isi Wh 
Had Waxes and Lizer-ry efcap’d thy fcourges.... 9 


; Whenthat GREATCHART ER, which ourF athers bought 
_ With their beft blood, was into queftion brought 5. 
_- When, big with ruin, o’er each Englifh head... 


E. - Vile Slav’ry hung fufpended by a thread ; 


When Lizerty, all trembling and aghaft, 
Fear’d for the future, knowing what was paft; 


CEST Bee a L | ‘When 


4 


U6 aoe ee 3 EP PSF! LIA Tol Vi 


\ 


When ev'ry breaft was. chiilawieh deep'defpair, coat FE: 
Till Realon pointed Out thie Prat Tr ‘was: there: 3 iii a iss 


Lurking, moft Rufhiati-tike, ‘beliind a ge 

So plac’d all things to ‘feey hinifelf unfeeny© 

VIRTUE, With due Coiitempt, faw Sewbaichi ra 

“ ‘The mird’rous penal in his 'palfied hard} viceni > 
What Was the caale of Liberty to’hity, | 9 48 HF eden 0'! 
Or What’ Was Honotit? Jet theit fink or Swish 

So he ‘may gratify,’ witout ééntroul,  syom urns 


The meéan’ referitments of bist sees woud at bre: - 


Let Freedom. pevitty, if} to Freedom tn orlw} orga 


Inthe farm wi Wena taey ae too. wot ioied VE 


| «ste. on) op nisviib bar Pai hnost cio ever 
With val the fyftiptoms’ re decays suri V cov 

“With agéand ficknéts’ pinch’d; ‘and Worf’ say at beri 
Pale quiv'ring lips, » lanik-cheéks} anid faailt’rihg-tondue, * 
~The Spirits out of tune, the Nerves unftrung, ae 
“Phy Body MhrivelrePuips. fhy'ditn eyes fake e000 
- Within'‘their focketé deep, ‘thy Weak hams mire 
The body’ § weight tnable to faftainy, ° ot i 
The ftream of life featce trembling thro’ the vein, 
More than half-kilP’'d by honeft truths, which fell, 
_ Thro’ thy'own fault, from ‘men who with'd thee well, 


‘Can’ft 
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‘BE dead to all ‘dines elfe, to. Malice = > 
Hence, Dotard, to thy clofet, fhut thee in, _ 


q x By deep repentance wafh away thy hii ys bins 


From haunts of men to fhame and forrow fly, 
And, on the verge of death, learn how to die. 


~ Vain exhortation! wath the Ethiop white, 
Difcharge the leopard’s fpots, turn day to night, 
4 ~ Controul the courfe of Nature, bid. the deep 

4 Hufh at thy Pygmy; ‘voice her wayes to fleep, 

3 _ Perform things pafling ftrange, yetcown thy art » 
Too weak to work a change in fuch a heart. : 


That Envy, which was woven in the frame 


3 At firft, will to the laft remain the fame. 
- Reafon may droop, may die, but Envy’s ape: 

a Improves by.time, and gathers ftrength from age... 
Some, and not few, vain triflers with the pen; _ 

3 ‘Unread, unpractis’d in the ways of men, 

| ‘Tell us that Envy, who with giant ftride 

4 Stalks thro’ the vale of life by Virtue’s fide, ; 
Retreats when fhe hath drawn her lateft breath, 

4 And — hears -her eerie after death. 
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To fuich obfervers HocGarTH gives the lie ; 
Worth may be hears’d, but Envy cannot die ; 
Within the manfion of his gloomy breaft, 
A manfion fuited well to fuch a guett; 
Immortal, unimpair’d fhe rears her head, — 


And damns alike the living and the dead. — 


Oft have I known Thee, Hocartn, wek and vain, 
_ Thyfelf the idol of thy aukward ftrain, : 

Thro’ the dull meafure of a fummer’s day, 

In phrafe mott vile, prate long long hours away, 
Whilft Friends with Friends, all gaping fit, and gaze 
To hear a Hocartnu babble Hogarrn’s praife, 
But if athwart thee Interruption came, 3 

And mention’d with refpe& fome Ancient’s name, 
Some Ancient’s name, who in the days of ‘yore 

The crown of Art with oreateft honour wore, 

How have I feen thy coward cheek turn pale, 

And blank confufion feize thy mangled tale? 

How hath thy Jealoufy to madnefs grown, 

And deem’d his praife injurious to thy own? | 

‘Then without mercy did thy wrath make way, 

And Arts and Artifs all became thy prey ; 


Then 
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_ ‘Then didft Thou trample on eftablith’d nae 


“And proudly levell’d all the ancient fehools, 


4 - Condemn’d thofe works, with praife thro’ ages gra e'ds 


Which you had never feen, or could not tafte. 


© But would mankind have true Perfection sighs 


“Tt mutt be found in labours of my own: on Se 


Sieess dare to challenge in one fingle piece, 


‘¢ Th’ united force of Iraty and GREECE.” 


= Thy eager hand the curtain then undrew, 
4 _ And brought the boafted Mafter-piece to views 


Spare thy remarks—fay not a fingle word—_ 


x The Pidure feen, why is the Painter heard? 
4 - Call not up Shame and Anger in our cheeks ;_ 


Without a Comment Sicismunpa fpeaks. 


Poor Sicrsmtwp as ! what a Fate is thine! 

‘Drypen, the great High-Prieft of all the Ni ine; 

» Reviv'd thy name, gave what a Mule could gives 

_ And in his Numbers bad thy Mem’ry live 5. 

Gave thee thofe foft fenfations, which might move. 
And warm the coldeft Anchorite to Love ; 

_ Gave thée that Virtue, which could curb defires 
Refine and Confecrate Love’ s headftrong fire; 


as 
- 


'L 3 2 Gave 
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Gave thee: thee griefs, which made the Stoic feel, 

And call’d compaffion forth from hearts of fteel ; es 

Gave thee that firmnefs, which:out Sex may fhame, ~ 

And make Man bow to Woman’s jufter ‘claim, WW 

_ So theit our téars, Which from — fow, ia 
Seem to debafeé thy dignity ‘of woe, seme 

But O, how mich unlike! “how fan! HOW chang’d! E. 

How much from ‘Nattire, ‘and ‘herfélf- eftrang’d! | | 

How totally depriv’d of ‘all the pow'rs: 

To fhew her feelings, and awaken ours, 

_ Doth Siersi MUNDA how devoted ‘fand, presi gie sg e 

‘The helplefs viGtim of ‘a‘Dauber’s Hand ! | boat 
But why, ‘iy HoGARTH, fuch a progres made, 

So rare a Pattern: for the Sign-poft trade, . 

In the full force, ‘and’ whirlwind of thy’ pride, 

Why was Heroic Painting laid afide’? 

Why. is It not’ refumn’d : 2 ‘thy Friénds‘at Court, 

Men all in place ‘and pow'r, crave thy fapport 5 A pate 

Be grateful then for onée, “and, ‘thts’ ‘the’ field —— 

Of Politics, thiy Epic’ Peneil Wield PE 

Maintain ‘the ¢aule, ‘which they, « got lack} avow, : 

| And would maintain too, —— ‘know not how. | 
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- Thro’ ev’ry Pannel let. thy; Virtue. tell... diiwe soit 


Sut hone 


: ~ How Bure prevail’ d, How Purg-and sTeas pve, fell! 

’ How ENGLAND’ s fons ( whom They confpir’d to blefs. 
; Again our Will, with infolent fuccels)...: Ps 
Approve their fall, and with. addreffes, ry 63) daic “Se 
How..gots. God, knows, .to hail. the Scor tis Sunt; 


Point out our fame in war, when: Vengeance, :hurl’d “ 

From the ftrong arm. of Ji uftice, fhook the world 5... ~~ 

_ Thine, and thy Country's honour to encrea Brea + ok . 

~ Point out the honours, of fucceeding. Peages Ghdton " 
Our Maderation, Chriftianclike, difplays Bitbatsdiae 3 

E shew; what we got, and, what, we gave. aways. rae 

q In Colours, dull andjheavy as.the.taleso.0 00.0) ot 


Let a States thro” mneraale ares exit torn 


.. But, herons amie wilt be Molise Tacit 
"Perhaps with too much. heat, ;her theme purles 5 ay = 3 
 Whilft her quick Spirits rouze.at FRegpom’s.call, ~~~ 
And ev'ry drop of blood is,tumn’djto.gall 
_  Whilft a dear Country, and an injur’d Friend, 
: Sew my ftrong anger-to the bite’relt end, ~ 

_ Whilft honeft trophies,to revenge are rais a 

- Eta not One real Virtue pals unprais’d, oi, eto 
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Juftice with equal courfe bids‘ Satire flow, 
And loves the Virtue of her oreateft foe. 

O! that I here could that rare Virtue mean, ~ 
Which {corns the rule of Envy, Pride and Spleen, 
Which fprings not from the labour’d Works of Art, 
But hath its rife from Nature in the heart, ‘ 

Which in itfelf with happinefs i is crown’d, 
And fpreads with joy the bleffing all around ! 
But truth forbids, and in thefe fimple ait °° 
Contented with a diff’rent kinid’of ‘Praife, 


Muft Hocarrn ftand; ‘that Praife which Genius gives, 


In Which to lateft time the Artif} lives, 
But not the Zan; which, rightly underftood, 
May make Us great, but cannot make us good, 
That Praife be HocartH’s freely let him wear 
‘The Wreath which Genius wove, and planted — 
Foe as 1 am, fhould Envy tear it down, aN 
Myfelf would labour to replace the Crowns? © 

In walks of Humour, in that eaftiof Style; 
Which, probing to the quick, yet*makes us‘finile; 
In Comedy, his nat’ral road to fare, 


Nor let me call it by a meaner name, 


| W here 
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‘Where a veh sasidallns and anend | 

Are aptly join’d ; where parts on parts Ee 
Each made for each, as bodies for their foul, 

So as to form one true! and sae Histon 
‘Where a plain Story tothe eyé is told, 
Which we conceive the ‘moment we behold,” 
HocaRTH unrivall’d ftands, and fhall engage 
Unrivall’d praife to the moft diftant BQEs as 24 
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How could’ft Thou then to Shame perverfely run, ty 


And tread that path. which Nature: bad Thee fhun: ie 


‘Why did ambition overleap herirulesys) > | eh 
And thy vaft parts become the Sport of Fools? ><) 
By diff’rent methods diff’rent Men excel, 9.6 6) 19 


But where is He who can dovall things:welbtvs 0. 

Humour thy Province, for fome monftrous crime. 

_ Pride ftruck Thee with the frenzy-of: Sublime: 19 
_ But, when the work-was finifh’d, could-thy mind 

So partial be, and to herfelf, fo: blinds: 20 a) 


What with contempt All view’d, to'view with awe, «- 


Nor fee thofe faults: which ev’ry Blockhead faw? | 


Bluth, ‘Thou vain Man, and.if defire of Fame, | et 
_ Founded oni real-Art, thy thoughts inflame, oni 2! 


. on 
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To quick deftrubtion;Sicssmusia gives 


And let het men’ry-die, thatishinedaay lite’ oo >i 


jack 16 Wt esibod gs 
But fhould fond Caridour; or her Maxey filtes. 
“With pity view, and pardon this amiftake ; 


Or fhould Oblivion, »to thy-withanioft kind: SPT 


_ Wipe off that ftaim, ‘nor:leave‘one trace behind 5: «5. | 
Of Arrs defpis’dy of ARTisas by thy frown) oS 


Aw'd from juft hopes, of rifing Worth hept es | 


Of all: es this: mortal = NOD Wi 


Or thal not Vectra follow: to: the grams ib ~ 
And giveiback juftthat meafure:which You gave? | 

With fo much amerit,:and fo miich fuccefs,. 

With fo miich»pow’r to curfe; fo-much to blefs,. ' 

W ouldsHe have’been*Man’s friend, inftead of foese.0 


Hocarrachad beenajlittle: God: below... 2s). 


‘Why then, ike ifavage Giants, fam'dof old, 
OF whom j in Scripture Story weeare told; oc 


- Dok “Phouin cruelty thatftrength employ, § 0 i. 


Which Nature:meant tofave,: not-to deftroy? ) oo! <0. 


Why doft‘Fhou, “allsin horrid pomp array’d, 
_ Sit grinning o’erthe ruins ‘Thou ‘haft‘made 0 = 


Moft | 
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I dare thy wortt, with feorn behold’ thy rage,” 


‘My Spirits could ‘defeend-to fuch a fos Oh 8? 28S BION 
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Mott rank: filvietare mutt aihaion thy art 5 urs 4S Meal W 
' £ut even Candour muft condemn thy heart, ee, 


“For Me, “who ‘warm and zéalous for my Friend, f 
In {pite of railing thoufands, will commend, - 
And, no lefg warm and’ zealous: gainft my foes,” 


_ Spite of comitieidiny thowfit ids), wilt ‘oppole," 1001 souTy, 


34+ id 3 


But with an eye of Pity view thy Ages" ah. Set Hot st 
Thy. feeble Age, in which, “as‘in'2. gy” | 

We fee how Men to’ diffolution’ ‘pals. ted ade nod". 
Thou wretthed Being, ‘whom, ‘on Resi 

So ¢hane’d, fo loft, I cannot calla Many’? 20 
What could perfiiade Thee, ‘at this ‘time of life + on 
To launch afrefh into-the Sea of. Gate? Raytul ooh ; 
Better for Thee, fearce crawling on the __ svith of - 
Almoft as much a ‘child’as at thy birth, OM ss 
To have refien’d i in peace thy’parting bresth, @ aqiiliga 
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_ And funk unnotie’d in the arms of Death!” T > oe het A 
= Why would: thy grey, grey hairs refentment —_ J 
- Thus to go down with forrow to the'grave 


Now, by my Soul; it makes’ me bluth to Know’ 


ae Whatever 


Bp 2 iT EPSOSP LB Tass 
Whatever caufe the vengeance might provoke, 


It feems rank Cowardice to give the ftroke. . 


Sure *tis.a curfe which angry Fates impofe, ~~ 
To mortify man’s arrogance, that tho’ .. | 
Whao’re fathion’d of fome better fort of clay, 
Much fooner.than the common: herd decay. 

What bitter pangs muft humbled Genius feel, 

In eheie laft hours, to view a Swirt and STEELE? 
How mutt ill-boding horrors fill her breaft > 
When ate beholds Men, | aii above the fers 

. And 1 funk; ect funk, in fecond Childhood’s night ? 
Are Men, indeed, fuch things, and are the beft 
More fubjeet to this evil, than the reft, 

- To drivel out.whole years of Ideot Breath, 

And fit the Monuments of living Death? 

O, galling circumftance to human pride! 
 Abafing Thought, but not to be denied! 

With curious Art the Brain too finely wrought, 
Preys on herfelf, and is deftroy’d by Thought. 
Conftant Attention wears the active mind, 


- Blots out her pow’rs and leaves a blank behind. 


But 
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But let not Youth, to infolence allied, 


‘In heat of blood, in full career of pride, 
Poffefs'd of .Genrus, with unhallow’d rage, 


Mock the infirmities of rev’rend age. 


- ‘The greateft Genrus to this Fate may bow ; 4 
-Reywnoxps, in time, may be like Secanté now, 


f 
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KT ITH eager fearch to dart the foul, 
Curioufly vain, from Pole to Pole, 
And from the Planets wand’ring fpheres _ 
T” extort the number of our years, 
And whether all thofe years fhall flow 
Serenely fmooth, and free from woe, 
Or rude Misfortune fhall deform 


Our life, with one continual ftorm ; 


B.. 


e < Vou. I. * ees << Or 


162 T HE -G 8:08. 
Or if the Scene fhall motley be, 
_ Alternate Joy and Mifery, : 


Ts a defire, which, more or lefs, 
All Men mutft feel, tho’ few confefs, 


pie: ev'ry place sal ev ry age 
_Affords fubfiftence to the Sage, : 
. Who, free from this world and its cares, 
2 Holds an acquaintance with the Starsy 
. ‘From whom he gains ‘intelligence 
Of things to come fome ages hence, 
- Which unto friends, at eafy rates, 


He readily communicates. _ 


At its firft rife, which all agree on, 
This noble Science’ Was CHALDEAN, 


That ancient “people, as they fed 

Their flocks tipon the mountain’s head, 
Gaz’d on the’ Stats, ‘éblerv'd their SERENE 
And fack'd in ‘Aftrolovic notions, 

Which they fo eagerly purfue, 

As folks are apt whate’ er is new, 

That things’ below at yandom rove, 

| Whilft they’re confulting things above ; : 
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And when they now fo poor were grown, 
“That they'd no houfes of their own, 


They made bold with their friends the Stars, 
And prudently made _ufe of theirs. 


‘To Ecypr from CHALDEE it travell’d, 


And Fate at MempPuis was unravell” d, 


. Th’ exotic Science foon ftruck rOOt, 


And flourifh’d into high repute. 


a med 
Each learned Prieft, O ftrange to tell E- 


Could circles make, and caft.a fpell ; 
Could read and write, and taught the Nation 
The holy art of Divination, ae ; 


Nobles themfelves, for at that time 


Knowledge,in.Nobles was no crime, 
Could talk as learned as the Prieft, 

And prophefie. as. much at leat, 

Hence all the fortune-telling. Crew, 
Whofe crafty 1 fkill marrs: Nature’ s hues 
Who, in vile tatters, with: fmirch’d facé, 
Run up and. down from place to place, | 


To gratify their friends’ defires, 


From BampFrigLp Carew, to,.MoLt Squires, 
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Are rightly term’d Ecyprians all; 
_ Whom we, miftaking, Gypsies call. 
The GRECIAN Cages borrow’d this, 
As they did other Sciences, 
From fertile Ecypr, tho’ the loan. 
They had not honefty to own. 
Donona’s Oaks, infpir’d by Jove, 
A learned and propetic Grove, 
Turn’d vegetable Necromancers, 
And to all comers gave their anfwers ; 
-At DELPHos, to APOLLO dear, 
All men the voice of Fate might hear ; 
Each fubtle Prieft on three-legg’d ftool, 
To take in wife men, play’d the feol. 
A Myftery, fo made for gain, . 
E’en now in fafhion muft remain, 
_Enthufiafts never will let drop _ 
What brings fuch bufinefs to their fhop, 
And that Great Saint, we WHITEFIELD call,’ 
Keeps up the Humsuc SpiniTVAL. 


Among the Romans, not a Bird, 
Without a Prophecy, was heard ; 
| Fortunes 
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Fortunes of Empires often hung 
On the Magician Magpie’s tongue, 
And. ev ‘ry Crow was to the State | 

A fure interpreter of Fate, 

Prophets, embodied i ina CoLLEce, | 
(Time out of mind your feat of knowledge, 
For Genius never fruit can bear — 

Unlefs it firkt is planted there, 

And folid Jearning never falls 

Without the verge of CoLLEGE walls) 
Infallible accounts would keep : 
When it was beft to watch or fleep, 

To eat or drink, to'go or ftay, 

And when to fight or‘run’ away, 

When matters were for action ripe, 

By looking at a double tripe ; 

When Emperors would live or die 
They in an Afs’s fcu'l could Spy ; 

When Gen’rals would their fta ation keep, 
Or turn their backs, in hearts of Jheep. 

Tn matters, whether fmall or great, 

{n private families or ftate, 

As amoneft us, the haly Seer 

Officioufly would interfere, 
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W ith 
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With pious arts and rev’rend {kill 
Would bend Lay Bigots to his will, 
Would help or injare foes or friends, 
Juft as it fery’d his private ends. 
Whether, in honeft way of trade, 
Traps for Virginity were laid, 
Or if, to make their party great, 
Defigns were form’d againft the State, ae mc 
Regardlefs of the Common Weal, 

_ By Int’reft led, which they call Zeal, 
Into the feale was always thrown, 

_ The will of Heav’n to back their own. 


ENGLAND, a happy land we know, 

Where Follies naturally grow, = 
Where without Culture they atife, 
And tow’r above the common fize ; 
ENGLAND, a fortune-telling hoft, 

_ As num'rous as the Stars, could boaft, 

Marrons, who tofs the Cup, and fie 
The grounds of Fate in grounds of Tea, 
Who vers’d i in ev’ry modeft lore, 

. Cari a loft Maidenhead reftore, 
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Or, if their Pupils rather. chule it, 

Can thew the readieft way. to, lofe it it ; 
Gypsigs, who ey'ry ill can cure, 

Except the ill of being poor, . 
Who charms ’gainft Love and Agues fell, 
Who can in hen-rooft fet a fpell, 

Prepar'd by arts, #9, them bell Known, 

To catch all feet except their own, 

Who as to fortune can unlock it 

As eafily as pick a pocket 5 | 
ScoTCHMEN who, in then. Eegpaty 2 s Fight, 
Poffefs the gift of 7 fecond-fi Si ght. ? 

Who (when their barren jheaths they quite 
Sure argument of prudent wit, 
Which reputation to maintain, 

They never, venture back again) 

By lyes prophetic heap up, riches, 

And boatt te dpouy:o Perea 


- Amongft the reft, in former years, 
CampseELt, illuftrioys name, appears, 
Great Hero of futurity, 
. 5] e 
Who diind could ev'ry thing fore/eey 


oe 


Whe 


3 168 


THE Guo sr.) 


_ Who dumb could every thing foretell, 


Who, Fate with equity to fell, 
Always dealt out the will of Heaven, 


According to what price was given, 


Of ScorrTisH race, in HiGHLANDs born, 
Poffefs’d with native pride and fcorn, 
He hither came, by cuftom led, 
To curfe the hands which gave him bread. 
With want of truth, and want of’ ihn. 
Amply made up by impudence, | 
(A fuccedaneum, which we find, 
In common ufe with all mankind) 
Carefs’d and favour’d too by thofe, 
Whofe heart with Patriot feelings glows, 
Who FooLisHLy, where’er difpers'd, 
Still place their native Country firft ; 
(For Eneui sHMEN alone have fenfe, 
To give a ranger preference, 
Whilft modeft merit of their own, 
Is left in poverty to groan) 
CampBELL foretold, jut what he wou’d, - 
And left the Stars to make it good ; 
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On whom he had imprefs’d fuch awe, _ | 
His ditates current pafs’d for Law; | 
Submifflive all his Empire own’d ; 


No Star durft fmile, when CAMPBELL frown’d. 


This Sage deceas’d, for all muft die, 
And CAMPBELL’s no more fafe thand, «2s < 
| No more than I can guard the heart, 
When Death fhall hurl the fatal dart, 
Succeeded, ripe in art and years, 

Another fav’rite of the fpheres, 

Another and Another came, 

Of equal fkill, and equal fame ; 

As white each wand, as black each gown, 
As long each beard, as wife each frown, 
In ev’ry thing fo like, you’d fwear, 
_CampBELL himfelf was fitting there. 
To all the happy Art was known, 


To tell our fortunes, make their own, 


Seated in Garret, for you know,» | 

The nearer to the Stars we go, 

The greater we efteem his art, 

Foals curious flock’d from ev’ry part. 
| | The 
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- The Rich, the Poor, the Maid, the Martied, 
And thofe who could not walk, were carried. 


‘The Burier, hanging down his head, 
By Chamber-Maid, or Cook-Maid\ed, 
Enquires, if from his friend the Moon, 
He has advice: of pilfer’d fpoon. © | 
The Court-skED WoMAN OF CONDITION, 
(Who, to approve her difpofition | , 
As muich fuperior, as her birth,: 
To thofe compos’d of common earth, 
- With double fpirit muft engage 
In ev’ry folly of the age) 
The honaurable arts would buy, 
_ To pack the Cards, and cog a Die, 


‘The Hero (who for brawn. and face . 
May claim right honourable place _ 
Amonett the chiefs of Butcher-Row, 
Who might fome thirty years ago, 

If we may be allow’d ‘to guefs 
At his employment byvhis.drefs, — 


Pat 
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Put med’cines off from cart or ftage, | 
The grand Toscano of the age, 
Or might about the countries go, 
~ Hicu Stewarp of a Puppet-fhew, a3 
Steward and Stewardpbip — tect, 
For all know puppets never eat ; 
_ Who would be thought, ( tho’, fave the mark, 
‘That point is fomething in the dark) 
The man of Elonour, one like thofe 
_ Renown’d in ftory, who lov’d blows 
Better than vidtuals, and would fight, — 
Merely for fport, from morn to night 3 
Who treads like Mavors firm, whofe = 
Is with the tripple thunder hung, 
Who cries to FEAR—ftand off aloof 
And talks as he were cannon-proof, 
Would be deem’d ready, ‘wheh you lift, 
With fword and piftol, ‘ftitk and fift, 
Carelefs of poirits, balls, ‘bruifes, Knocks, | 
At once to fénce, fire, ‘cudgel, ‘box, 
But at the fame time bears about, 
‘Within himfelf,- fome ‘touch of doubt, | 
Of prudent doubt, which ‘Hints=-that faine 
Is nothing but an empty name; : 
sas eae creme | That 
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That life is rightly underftood 
By ail to be a real good ; 
That, even in a Hero’s heart, 
Difcretion is the better part ; 
That this fame Honour may be won, 
And yet no kind of. danger run) 
. Like DruccER comes, that magic pow’rs _ 
May afcertain his /vcky hours. 


For at fome hours the fickle dame, 
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When wanted moft plays leaft in fight, 
‘And, like a modern Court-bred jilt, 
Leaves her chief fay’rites in a tilt. - 
Some hours there are, when from the heart 
' Courage into fome other part, 3 
- No matter wherefore, makes retreat, 
And fear ufurps the vacant feat ; 
Whence planet-f/iruck. we often find, | 
Sruarts and SACKVILLEs of mankind, 


Farther he’d know (and by his:art 


A conjurer can that impart) 


sence Mt Wane Tews een Fara ye 


W hether | 
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Whether politer it is reckon’d | 
To have or not to have a fecond, 
To drag the friends in, or alone — 

To make the danger all their own; 
Whether repletion is not bad, 

And fighters with full ftomachs mad ; a. 
Whether before he feeks the plain, 
It were not well to breathe a vein; 
Whether a gentle falivation, 
Confiftently with reputation, , 

Might not of precious ule'be found, 
Not to prevent indeed a wound, 

But to prevent the confequence 

Which oftentimes arifes thence, 

Thofe fevers, which the patient urge on 
To gates of death, by help of furgeon ; 
Whether a wind at eaft or weft 

Is for green wounds accounted beft ; 

: ‘Whether (was he to chufe) his mouth 
Should point towards the north or fouth ; 
Whether more fafely he might ufe, 

On thefe occafions, pumps or fhoes ; 
Whether it better is to fight, 
By Sun-fbine, or by Candle-light ; 
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Or (left.a candle thould appear. - 

Too mean to fhine in fuch a fphere, 

For who would of. a.candle tell 

To light a hero into hell, | 
_ And left the Sux fhould partial rife” 

To dazzle one or t’other’s eyes, 5 

Or one or t’other’s, brains to fcorch) . 
‘ Might not Dame Luna hold a torch ? 


Thefe points with,dignity difcufs’d, 
‘And gravely fix’d, a;tafk which muft — 


Require no little time and pains, 


To make our hearts friends. with our. brains, 
The Aan of War would next engage | 
The kind. affiftance of the. fage, - 

Some previous. method to direct, 

Which fhould make. thefe of none effec. 


j 
| 
| 
| 


Or . 


‘ 


Could he not, from the myftic fchool. 
Of art, produce fome. facred rule, 
By which a knowledge.might be got, — 
Whether men yaliant were, or not, 
So he that challenges might write 
Only to thofe who would not fight ? 
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Or could he not, fome way difpente, 
By help of which (without offence 
To Honour, whofe nicenature’s fuch, - 
She fcarce endures the: flighteft touch) - 
- When he for wantvof t’other rule’ 
Miftakes his*man, and, dike a foal, 
With fome vain Gghtitmabladesattsoie Iny 
He fairly may get out again? 


Or, fhould fome:Dzmon lay a‘fcheme 
_ To drive him to:the laftiextreme, : 
So that he mutt confefs*his:fears, 

In mercy to his nofe and ears, — 

And like a prudent récreant-knight, 
Rather do any thing’than fight, 

Could he*hot:fome expedient buy 

To keep his’ fhame from public eye ?. 
For welbhe held, and (men:review,, 
“Nine in tenchold the maximytoo,. — 
‘That Honour’s like a-Wuidén-head, 
Which if in private brought to:-bed, — 

Is none the worfe,: but:walks the:town, f 
~ Ne’er 16ft,°until the -lofs be: known. 
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The Parson too (for now and then, 
Parsons are juft like other men, 
And hate and there a grave DIVINE | ae 
Has paffions fuch as your’s and mine) 
Burning with oly luft to know 
When Fare Preferment will beftow, 
’F raid of detection, not of fin, 
With circumfpection fneaking in 
To Conjrer, as he does to Whore, 
Thro’ fome bye Alley, or Back-door, 
With the fame caution Orthodox, 
‘Confults the Stars, and gets a Pox. 


The C:1Tizen, in fraud grown old, 
Who knows no Deity but Gold, | 
Worn out, and gafping now for breath, 
A Med’cine wants to keep off Death ; 
Would know, if rHar he cannothave, 
What Coins are current in the orave ge” 
If, when the Stocks (which by dis pow’r, 
Would rife or fall in half an hour, 
For, tho’ unthought of and unfeen, 
He work’d the fprings behind the fcreen) 


By 
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By bis dire&tions came: about, © | 
And rofe to Par; he thould fell with ; 
"Whether he fafely might; or nos — 
Replace it in the Furids delows 
By all addrels'dy-t believ'd, ‘and Pi 
Many purfu'd the thriving trade, . 
And, great in reputation grown; 
Succeflive held the MAcre throne, ~ 
Favour’d by ev’ry darling paffion, © 
The love of Novelty and Fafhion, 
Ambition, Av’rice, Luft; and Pride, » 
Riches pour’d in on ev’ry fide. — 
But when the prudent Laws thought fit | 
'To curb this infolence of Wit ; 
When Senates wifely had Provided, 
Decreed, Enaéted, and Decided, - 

_ That no fuch vile and upftart elves 
Should have more knowledge than theméelves ; 
When Fines and Penalties were laid 
To ftop the progrefs of the trade, 

And Stars no longer could difpenfe, 


With honour, farther influence, 
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And Wizards (which mutt be confeft . 
Was of more force than all the reft) 

No certain way to tell-had got, | 
Which were Informers, -and which not ; 
Affrighted’ Saces were, perforce, 

Oblig’d to fteer fome other courfe. 

By various ways, thefe Sans of Chance 


_ Their Fortunes labour’d to advance, 


Kwaves ftarve not in the L 


Well knowing, by unerring rules, 


of Paabs ts rs 
Some, with high Titles and Deérecs,: — 

Which wife Men borrow. when they pleate, 

Without or trouble or expence, 

PuysIcraANns inftantly commence, 

And proudly boait an equal fkill 

With thofe who claim the right to fill. 


Others about the Countries foam; 
(For not one thought of going ame) 
With piftol and adopted lee 


Prepar’d at once to rob or beg. . 


Some, 
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Some, the more fubtle of their race, 
(Who felt fome touch of Coward Grace, 
Who Tysurn to avoid had wit, — 

But never fear’d deferving it) 
Came to their Brother SMmotLet?’s s aid, 


3 And carried on the Critic trade, — 
q Attach’d to Letters and the Mufe, 


Some Verfes wrote, and fame wrote News, 


_._. Thofe each revolving Month are feen, 


4 The Heroes of a Magazine; 
F Thefe, ev'ry morning, great appear, = 
4 In LEDGER, or in GAZETTEER ; | | : 
4 Spreading the falfhoods of the day, 
’ By turns for Fanen and for Say ; 
3 Like Swiss, their force is always laid 
3 On that fide where they beft are paid. 
q Hence mighty Proprci1gs arife, | 
. And daily Monsters ftrike our eyes ; 
= IVonders, to propagate the trade, 
More ftrange than ever BAKER made, 
:. Are hawk’d about from ftreet to fireet, ; 
4 And Fools believe, whilft Liars eat. 
ae. 2 “5 Now 
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Now armies in the air engage, 
To fright a fuperftitious age ; 
Now Comets thro’ the féther range, 
In Governments portending change 
Now rivers to. the Ocean fiy, acs 
So quick they leave their channels Sigs ; 
Now monftrous Whales on Lamsetu ‘hore, 
Drink the Tuames dry, and thirft for more ; 
And ev’ry now and then. appears | 
An IrisuH Savage numbring years, = 
More than thofe happy Sages cou’d, 
Who drew their breath before the flood. 
‘Now, to the wonder of all people, 
A Church is left without a Steeple ; 

A Steeple now is left in lurch, 
And mourns departure of the Church, 
Which, borne on wings of mighty wind, 
Remov'd a furlong off we find. 
Now, wrath on Cattle to difcharge, 
Hail-ftones as deadly fal!, and large 

As thofe which. were. on.Ecypr fent, 
At once their crime and’ punifhment, 
Or thofe which, as the Prophet writes, 

Fell on the necks of Amorirzs, : 

: When, 


ete  a@Hnos t.-  - ee 
When, ftruck With wonder and amaze, ° 
The Sun fufpended, ftay’d'to gaze, H 
And, from her duty longer kept, 
In AJALON his eset “— — 


But if fach things no ‘more engage: 
The Tatte -of a politer age; erode DYOYE of) 
_ To he!p them out in time of need ggens 
Another Torts mutt Rabbits breed. 
Each pregnant Femdle:trembling hears, cd EVE 
And, overcome with fpleen and fears, . — 
“ Confults het faithfal ¢lafs no'more, 
But madly bounding o’er the floor, ae 
Feels hairs all o’er her body gio, suOTegI: 
By Fancy turn’d into 4 Doe’ ait OGRES : 


: 


1 
- 
: 
" 
: 


Now to promote their vi ends, © 
Nature her ufual courfe fiifpends, 5 ieee 
And varies from the ftatéed plan ee 
Obferv’d e’er fince ‘the World began. © 3 
Bodies, ( which foolifhly we thought, ov, 3 

‘By Cuftom’s fervile maxims taught, 
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Needed a regular fupply, 
' And without nourifhment muft die) 


N 3 With — 
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With craving appetites, and fenfe 

Of Hunger eafily difpenfe, 

And, pliant to their wond’rous fkill, . 
Are taught, like watches, to ftand {till 7 
Uninjur d, for a month or more ; 

Then go on as they did before, _ 

The Novel takes, the Tale fucceeds,. 
Amply fupplies its author’s needs, 

~ And Betry CANNING is at leaft, 


With Gascoyne’s help, a fix months feaft. 


Whilft in contempt of all our pains, 
The Tyrant SUPERSTITION reigns 
Imperious in the heart of Man, 
And warps his thoughts from Nature’s plan ; 
Whilft fond Crepuxiry, who ne’er : 
The weight of wholefome doubts could bear, 
To Reafon and Herfelf unjuft, | 
Takes all things blindly up on truft ; 
Whilft Curiosity, whofe rage 
No Mercy fhews to Sex or Age, © 
Mutt be induylg’d at the expence, 
Of Judgment, Truth, and Common Senfz ; 


& 


Im poftures 
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Impoftures cannot but prevail, < - 
And when old Miracles grow fale, _ 
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Jucoxers will ftill the art purfue, e007 


And entertain: the world with New. 


_ For THEM, obedient to their wilk, 

And trembling at their mighty fkill, 
Sad Spirits, fummon’d from the tomb, 
Glide glaring ghaftly thro’: the gloom, 

In all the ufual Pomp of: ftorms,. .~ 


7 In horrid cuftomary forms, 0.09 sie ©. 
A Wolf, a Bear, a Horfe;: ath Ape,'s sinidt oc 3 


~ 


Fa 


As Fear and Fancy-give them: fhape; =.=) "int 


The face of Courage it may wear, - 


Is ftill a Coward at the heart) <cifticre9 ‘sh PT. 
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‘Tormented with defpair'and-pain,) 97) oter o 7 
They roar, they yell, and clank the chain... © 
Foiry and Guin (for Guinr,| howe’ér 955.7 


ae 
a 
“ = 


At fear-created phantomspftarti ss-e-~%5 cows ne 


The Prizst, that very word implies 
That he’s both innocentand wile, | 
Yet fears to travel in the'dark,  - 
Unlefs efcorted by his CLERK. - 


N 4 


But 
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But let not ev'ry. Bungler deem 

‘Too lightly of fo: deep afcheme: ~ . 

For reputation of the Art, 


Each Grost mutt a& a proper part, ©. 


Obferve Decorum’s needful grace, 


And keep the laws of Lime and Place, | 


Mutt change, with: happy variation, 
His manners with his fituation ; 


| What in the Country might pafs down, 
Would be impertinent in Town. 

No Spirit of diferetiom HERES 6) bo 

Can think of breeding awe and fear, © = 

’T will ferve the purpofe more by half. 


To make the Congregation laugh. 
‘We want no enfigns-of farprize, 
Locks tiff: with gore, and fawcer eyes, 
Give us an entertaining Sprite, 
Gentle, Familiar, and Polite, 

One who appears in fuch a form 
As might an holy Hermit warm, 

Or who on former fchemes refines, ° 
And only talks by founds and figns, 
Who will not to the eye appear, 

But pays her vifits to the ear, 


And 
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And knocks fo gently, *twould not fright 
A Lady in the darkeft Night. 
Such is Our Fanny, whofe good will, 
Which cannot in the Grave lie fill, 3 
Brings her on Earth to entertain 
Her Friends and Lovers in Cock-Lane. 


END oF THE FIRST BOOK. 
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-SacreD ftandard Rule we find « __ 
By Poets held time out ‘of mind, 
To offer at ApotLo’s fhrine, __ 
And-call on One, or All the Nine. 


This Cuftom, thro’ a Bigot zeal, 
Which Moperns of fine Ta/le mutt feel, 
F or thofe who wrote in days of yore, 
Adopted ftands like many more, 


Tho’ 


So nk es ee 
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~'Tho’ ev’ry Caufe, which then confpir’d 
___To make it practis’d and admir’d, 
Yielding to Time’s deftructive courfe, _ 
_ For ages paft hath loft its force. 


With ancient Bards, an INVOCATION 

Was a true act of ‘Adoration, 
- Of Worthip an effential part, 
:' And not a, formal piece of Art, ~ 

Of paultry reading a Parade, : I <. 

A dull folemnity in trade, _ 

A pious Fever, taught to burn 

An hour or'two, toferve a turn, m 


They talk’d not of CasTALIAN SPRINGS, 

By way of faying pretty things, 

As we drefs out our flimfey Rimes ; 

*T was the Reticron of the Times, © 

And they believ'd that holy ftream 

With greater force made Fancy teem, 
Reckon’d by all a true fpecific bade 

To make the barren brain prolific : 

Thus Romisw# CHurci (a {cheme which bears 
Not half fo much excufe as theirs) | 

Z Since 
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Since Faith émplicitly hath taught her, 
_ Reveres the force of Holy Water... . 


The Pacan. System, whether true 

_ Or falfe, its ftrength, like Buildings, drew. 

From many parts difpos’d to'bear 

In one great_ Whole, their-proper fhare. 

Each Gop of. eminent degree, :‘. 

To fome vaft Beam compar’d might be ; 

Each GoDLING was a Peg, or rather | 

A Cramp, to keep the Beams together ; ae 9 

And Man as fafely might pretend 3 

From Jo VE the zhunder-bolt to rend, | 

As with an impious pride afpire — 

To rob APoLLo of his Lyre. - 


With fettled faith and pious awe, 
Eftablith’d by the voice of Law,” | 
Then Porrs to the Musés. came, - 
And from their Altars caught the flame. 

_ Genius, with PuoEsus for his guide, 
The Muss afcending by his: fide, - 
With tow’ring pinions dar’d-to foar’, 
Where eye could fearcely ftvain before. 
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But why fhould Wz, who cannot feel 
Thefe glowings of a Pagan zeal, 
That wild enthufiaftic force, 
By which, above her common courfe, as 


Nature in Exftacy up-borne, 


Look’d down on earthly things with {corn ; 


‘Who have no more regard, ’tis known, 
For their Religion than our own, 

And feel not half fo fierce a flame 

At Cx10’s as at FIisHER’s name ; 

Who know thefe boafted facred fireams 
Were mere romantic idle dreams, 

That Tuames has waters clear as thofe 
Which on the top of Prxpvs rofe, 

And that the Fancy to refine, 

Water’s not half fo good as Wine ; 
Who know, if Profit ftrikes our eye, 
Should we drink Heticon quite dry, 
Th’ whole fountain would not thither lead 
So foon as one poor jug from TWEED; — 
Who, if to raife poetic fire, 

The Pow’r of Beauty we require, 

In any public place can view 


More than the GRECIANS ever knew; _ 


If 
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If Wit into the fcale is thrown, © 
Can boaft a LENNox of our own ; 
Why fhould we fervile cuftoms chute, 
And court an antiquated Mufe?  — 
No matter why—to afk a Reafon 
In Pepant, Bicorry is Treafon. 


In the broad, beaten, turnpike-road 
Of hackney'd Panegyric Ode, 
No Modern Poet dares to ride 
Without APoLLo by his fide, 
Nor in a Sonnet take the air, 
Unlefs his Lady Muje be there,» 
SHE, from fome Amaranthine grove, 
‘Where little, Loves and Graces rove, 
The Laurel to my Lord mutt bear, 
Or Garlands make for whores to wear 4 
— HE, with foft Elegiac verie, 


Mutt grace fome mighty villain’s hearfe, 


Or for fome Infant, doom’d by Fate 
To wallow in a large eftate, 

With Rimes the Cradle mutt adorn, 

_ To tell the World a Fool is born. 
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Since then our Critic Lorps expect. 

No hardy Poet, fhould reject ip 

Eftablith’d maxims; or prefume. 

_ To place much better in ther room, . 

By Nature fearful, I fubmit, | 

And in this dearth of Senfe and Wit, 

With nothing dene, and little faid, 3 

(By wild excurfive Fancy led,» 

Into a fecond Book thus far, 

Like fome unwary Traveller, 

Whom varied fcenes of wood and lawn, 

With treacherous delight, have drawn ;_ 

Deluded from his purpos’d way, 


Whom ev'ry ftep leads more aftray; 

Who gazing round can no where {py, | | 

Or houfe, or friendly cottage nigh, 

And refolution feems to lack % : 

To venture forward or go back) . fEAS 
_ Invoke fome Gonpsss to defcend, 7 

_ And help me to my journey’s end. 

Tho’ confcious ARRow all the while, | 
_. Hears the petition with a fmile, : 
Before the glafs her charms unfolds, 
And in herfelf my Mufe beholds, 
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TRUTH 
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-Trutu, Goppess of celeftial biith, 
But little lov’d, or kn own on. earth, 
Whofe pow’r but feldom rules the heart, » 
Whofe name, with hypocritic rea bas 
An errant ftalking horfe is made, 
A fnug pretence to drive a trade, 
An inftrument convenient erown — 
To plant, more firmly, Fatsnoop’s throne, 
As Rebels varnith o’er their caufe 
With {pecious colouring of Laws, 
And pious Traitors draw the knife 
In the Kine’s Name againft his 4/2 ; 
Whether (from Cities far away, 
Where Fraud and Falfbood {corn thy fway) 
The faithful Nymph’s and Shepherd’s pride, 
_ With Love and Virtue’ by thy fide, | 

Your hours in harmlefs joys are fpent 
Amongtt the Children of ConTENT ; ; 
Or, fond of gaiety and {port, i 
You tread the round of ENGLanp’s Court, 
Howe’er my Lorp may frowning go, 


And treat the Stranger as a Fe, 


Sure to be found a welcome gueft 
In GeorGe’s and in CaarLorrs’s breatt ; 7 
Vou. I. ee | If 
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If, in the giddy hours of Youth, 

My conftant foul adher’ dsto TRUTH; 
If, from the Time I firft wrote Man, 

JT fall purfu’d thy facred plan, | 
‘Tempted by Intere{t in vain 

‘To wear mean Falfhood’s golden chains ; 
If, for a feafon drawn’away,. 

Starting from Virtue’s path aftray, 

All low difguife 1 fcorn’d to try, 

And dar’d to fin, but not to lye; 
Hither, O hither, condefcend, 

- Evernat Trorn, thy fteps to bend, 
And favour Him, who ev ry hour 
Confefies and obeys thy pow’r! 


But come not with that eafy mien, | 
By which you won the /ively- DEAN, 
Nor yet affume that Strumpet air, 
Which RaBELals taught Thee firft to weary 
Nor yet that arch ambiguous face, - 
Which with Cervanres gave thee grace, 
But come in facred vefture clad, | 


Solemnly dull, and truly fad! 


Far 
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Far from thy feemly Matron train 


Be Ideot Minty, and LAUGHTER vain! - 


For Wit and Humour, which pretend 

At once to pleafe us and amend, i. 

They are not for my prefent turn, 

Let them remain in France with STERNE, 
Of Noblett City Parents born, 

Whom Wealth and Dignities ‘adorn, 

Who fill one conftant ‘tenor keep, © 

Not quit awake, nor quite afleep, © 

With Tues, let formal DULLNESS come, 

And deep ATTENTION, évér dumb, 

Who on her lips her fingers lays, 

Whilft every circumftance fhe weighs, 

Whofe down-caft Eye is often found 

Bent without motion to the ground, 

Or, to fome outward thing confin’d, 

Remits no image to the mind, | 

No pregnant mark of meaning bears, 

But ftupid without Vifion ftares ; 

Thy fteps let Graviry attend, 

Wiftom's and Truths wnerring friend. 
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For One may fee with half an eye, 
That GRAVITY can never lye ; 
And his arch’d brow, pull’d o'er his eyes, _ 
With folemn proof proclaims him /Vi/e. 


Free from all waggeries and fports, . 
The produce of luxurious Courts, 
Where Sloth and Luft enervate Youth, | 
Come Thou, a down-right City TRUTH; 


The City, which we ever-find. . 

' A fober pattern for Mankind, | 
Where Man, in Equirisrio hung, 

“Is feldom Old, and never Young, 

And from the Cradle to the Grave, | 
Not Virtue’s friend, nor Vice’s flave ; 
As Dancers on the Vire we {py, 
Hanging between the Earth and Sky. 


She comes—] fee her from afar. - 
Bending her courfe to Temple Bar : 
All fage and filent is her train, 
| Deportment grave, and garments plain, 
— Such as may fait a Parfon’s wear, 
And fit the Head-piece of a Adayor. ; 
By 
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By Truru infpir’d, ovr Bacon’s force 


‘Open’d the way to Learning’s fource ; 
Boy te thro’ the works of NATURE ran; 
‘And Newton, fomething more than Man, 
Div’d into Nature’s hidden fprings, 
Laid bare the principles of things, | 
Above the earth our fpirits bore, 
And gave us Worlds unknown before. 
By TrurtuH infpir'd, when Lanuder’s fpight 
O’er Mitton caft the Veil of Night, 
Douctas arofe, and thro” the maze 
Of intricate and winding ways, 
Came where the fubtle Traitor lay, 
And dragg’d him trembling to the day > 
Whilft He (O thame to nobleft parts, — 
Difhonour to the Lib’ral Arts, 
To traffic in fo vile a fcheme!) 
Whilft He, our Letter’d PoLYPHEME, 
Who had Confed’rate forces join’d, 
Like a bafe Coward, fkulk’d behind. 
By T RUTH infpir’d, our Critics go 
_ To track Finca in Highland fnow, 
To form their own and others Creed 
From MManuferipts they cannot read. 
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By TRutH infpir’d, we numbers fee 

Of each Profeffion and Degree, 

Gent'e and Simple, Lord and Cit, 

Wit without wealth, wealth without wit ; 
When Puncu and SHERIDAN have done, 
To Fanny’s Ghofly Letures run ; 

By TrutuH and Fanny now infpir’d 

I feel my glowing bofom fir’d ; 


Defire beats high in ev’ry vein — 


To fing the SPIRIT of Cock-Lane; . 
To tell (juft as the meafure flows... - 
In halting rime, half verfe, half profe) 


_ With more than mortal arts endu’d, 


How She united force withftood, 
And proudly gave a brave defiance 


To Wit and Dullnefs in Alliance. 


‘This APPARITION (with relation 


To ancient modes of Derivation, 


_ This we may properly fo call, 


_ Although it ne’er appears at all, ~ 


As by the way of Bewendo, 


Lucus is made @ non lucenda) 


Superior 
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Superior to the vulgar mode, 
Nobly difdains that fervile road, 
Which Coward Ghofts, as it appears, 
Have walk’d in full five thoukand years, 
And for reftraint too mighty crown, | 
Strikes out a method of Aer own. 


Others, may meanly, ftart away, 
Aw’d by the Herald of the Day, 
With faculiies too weak to bear 
The frefhnefs of the Morning air, — 
May vanifh with the melting gloom, 
And glide in filence to the tomb ; 
She dares the Sun’s moft piercing light, 
And knocks by Day as well as Night. 
thers, with mean and partial view, 
Their vifits pay to one or two ; | 
She, great in Reputation grown, ; 
Keeps the beft Company in Tow j 
Our active enterprifing Ghott, 
As large and fplendid Routs can boatt 
_ As thofe which, rais’d by PRipE’s command, 
Block up the paflage thro’ the Strand. 


O 4 3 Great 
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- Great adepts in the fighting trade, _ 

— Who ferv’d their time on the Parade ;. 
She Saints who, true to pleafure’s plan, 
Talk about God, and luft for man ; 

| Wits, who believe nor God, nor Ghaft, 
And Fools, who worthip ev'ry poft ; 
Cowards, whofe lips with war are hung; __, 
Men truly brave, who hold their tongue; 
Courtiers, who laugh they know not why, 
And Cits, who for the fame caufe cry ; 
The canting Tabernacle Brother, 
(For one Rogue ftill fufpeéts another) 
‘Ladies, who to a Spirit fly, 
Rather than with their Hu/band; lie ; 
Lords, who as chaftly pafs their lives 
With other Women as their Wives ; 
Proud of their intellects and cloaths 
Phyficians, Lawyers, Parfons, Beaux, 
And, truant from their defks and thops, 
Spruce Temple Clerks, and ’Prentice Fops, 
To Fanny come, with the fame view, 


To find her falfe, or find her true, 


Hark ! 
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Hark ! fomething creeps about the houfe ! 
Is 17 a Spirit, ora Moufe2- a 
Hark! fomething /eratches round the room ! 
A Cat, a Rat, a fiubb'd Birch-Broom. 
a Hark ! on the wainfcot now 1T knocks! 
: If Thou’rt a Ghoff, cried ORTHODOX, 
7 With that affected /olemn air | 
___.._ Which Hypocrrres delight to wear, 
: - And all thofe forms of ConsEQUENCE 
Which Fooxs adopt inftead of Senfe, 
If Thou’rt a Ghoft, who from the tomb 
- Stalk’ fadly /lent thro’ this gloom, 
In breach of NATuRE’s ftated laws, 
For good, or bad, or for no caufe, 
Give now nine knocks; like Prizsts of old, 
NINE wea iets Number hold. 


’Pfha, cried Prorounn, (a man ie pes 
Deep read in all the curious Arts, 
Who to their hidden fprings had trac’d 
The force of Numbers, rightly plac'd) 
As to the NuMBER, you are right, 


As to the form miftaken quite, 


What's 
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What's NINE ee Apeprts all agree, 
The Virtue lies in Three times Three. 


He faid, no need to fay it twice, - 

For Turice She knock’d, and THRICE, and THRICE. 
The Crowd, confounded and amaz’d, 

In filence at each other gaz’d. 

From C#LIA’s hand the Snuff-box fell, 


_ Trnsex, who ogled with the se 


To pick it up attempts in vain, 
He ftoops, but cannot. rife again. 


Immane PomPoso was not heard 


T’ import one crabbed foreign word. 


Fear feizes Heroes, Fools, and Wits, 


And PLausisue his pray’rs forgets. 


At length, as People juft awake, 
Into wild diffonance they break ; 
All talk’d at once, but: not a word — 


- Was’ urderftood, or plainly heard. 


Such is the ncife of chatt’ring Geefe, 
Slow failing on the Summer breeze ; 


Such 
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Se ee Te ee ee spe ae ee ae ee ee 


Would fpeak on either fide, or both, 
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Such is the language Discorp fpeaks 
In Welch women o’er beds of Leeks ; 


Such the confus’d and horrid founds 


Of Irifh in, Potatoe grounds. 


But tir’d, for even C————’s tongue 


Is not on iron-hinges hung, 


Fear and Confusion found retreat, 
Reason and Orner take their feat. 

‘The fact confirm’d beyond -all doubt, 

They now would find the caufes-out. 

For this a. facred rule we find 

Among the niceft of Mankind, 

Which never might exception brook. | 
From Hospes e’en down to Bo.incsroxe, 
To doubt of faéts, however true, 


Unlefs they know the caufes too, 


TRIFLE, of whom ’twas hard to tell 
When he intended ill or well, 
Who, to prevent all farther pother, 


. Probably meant nor one nor t’other, 


Who to be filent always loth, 


Who, 
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Who, led away by love of Fame, 
Hf any new Idea came, : 

- Whate'er it made for, always faid it, 
Not with an eye to Truth, but Credit ; 

For Orarors profef?, ’tis known, 
Talk not for our fake, but their own ; 
Who always fhew’d his talents bett 
When ferious things were turn’d to jeft, 
And, under much impertinence, 
Poffefs’d no common {hare of fenfe ; 
Who could deceive the flying hours, ? 
With chat on Butterflies and Flow’rs ; 
‘Could talk of Powder, Patches, Paint, 
With-the fame zeal as of a Saint; 
Could prove a Szbi/ brighter far, 
Than Venus or the Morning Star ; 
Whilft fomething ftill fo gay, fo new, . 
The fmile of approbation drew, 
And Females ey’d the charming man, | 
Whilft their hearts flutter’d with their Fan ; 
Tririe, who would by no means mifs 
An opportunity like this, 
Proceeding on his ufual plan, 
Sinild, firek d his chin, and thus began. 
| With 
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With Sheers, or Sciffors, Sword, or Knife, 


When the Fates cut the thread of life, 
{For if we to the Grave are fent, ee 
No matter with what infirument) 
The Body in fome lonely fpot, 

On dung-hill vile, is laid to rot, 

Or fleeps among more holy dead, 
With Pray’rs irreverently read ; 


The Soul is fent, where Fate ordains, 


To reap rewards, to fuffer pains. 


The Virtuous to thofe manfions go, 
Where Pleafures unembitter’d flow, - 
Where, ading up a jocund band, 


Vicour and Yours dance hand in hand, » 


— Whilft ZEPHYR, with harmonious gales, 


Pipes fofteft Mu/ic thro’ the vales, 


And Sprinc and Frora, gaily crown'd, 
_ With Velvet Carpets fpréad the ground ; 


With livelier blu where Rofes bloom, 
And ev’ry fhrub expires perfume, 
Where chry fal ftreams' meandring glide, 
Where warbling flows the amber tide, 
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Where other Suns dart brighter beams, 
And LicuT thro’ purer ether ftreams, 


Far other feats, far diff’rent ftate 
The Sons of Wickednefs await. . 
Justice (not that o/d Hag | mean, 
Who's nightly in the Garden feen, 
Who lets no fpark of Afercy rife 
For Crimes, by which men lofe their eyes 5. 
Nor Her who, with an equal hand, 
Weighs Tea and Sugar in the SrRanD ; 

_ Nor Her who, by the World deem’d wiz, 
Deaf to the Widow’s piercing cries, 
Steel’d ’gainft the ftarving Orphan’s tears, 

On Pawns her bafe Tribunal rears ; 

But Her who, after Death prefides, 

| _ Whom facred TRu rH unerring guides, 
Who, frée from partial influence, 
Nor finks, nor raifes Evidence, 
Before whom nothing’s in the dark, — 
Who takes no Bribe, and keeps no Clerk} 
JusTicE with equal feale below, 


In due proportion weighs out woe, 


And 
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And always with fuch lucky aim | 
Knows punifhments fo fit to frame, 


That the augments their grief and a 


Leaving no reafon to complain. ~ _ 


~ O_p Mains and Rakes are join’d togetlics, 
Coquettes and Prudes, like April weather. 
Wits fore’d to Chum with Common Senfe, 
And Lu/? is yok’d to Lmpotence. 
Proressors (Fuj/lice fo decreed) 
Unpaid mutt conftant Leéures read ; | 
On Earth it often doth befal, . 
They’re paid, and never read-at all. 
Parfins muft praétife what they teach, 
And B 


‘ps are compell’d to preach. 


She, who on earth was nice and prim, 
Of dilicacy full, and whim, | 
Whofe tender nature could not bear. 
The rudenefs of the churlith air, 
Is doom’d to mortify her pride, 
The change of weather to abide, 
And fells, whilft tears with liquor mix, — 
Burnt Brandy on the Shore of Styx. | 

| AVARO, 
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Avaro, by long ufe grown bold 

In ev’ry ill which brings him gold, 

W ho his REDEEMER would pull down, 

And fell his Gop for Half a Crown, 

Who, if fome Blockhead fhould be wifling - 

To lend him on his Soul a Shilling, 

_A well-made bargain would efteem it, 

And have more fenfe than to redeem it : 

Justice fhall in thofe thades confine, 

To drudge for PLuus in the Mine, 

All the Day long to toil and roar, 

And curfing work the ftubborn ore, 

For Coxcombs ere, who have no brains, 

Without a Sixpence for his pains. 

- Thence, with each due return of Night, 

ComPELv’p, the tall, thin, half-ftarv’d Sei - 

Shall earth re-vifit, and furvey 

The place where once his treafure lay, 

Shall view the fall, where holy PRIDE 

With letter’d IGNORANCE allied, 

Once hail’d him mighty and ador’d, 

Defcended to another Lord. . 

‘Then fhall He {creaming pierce the air, 

Hang his lank jaws, and fcowl defpair ; 
| 3 Then 
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‘Then fhall He ban at Heaven's decrees, 
And, howling, fink to Hell for eafe. | 


Thofe, who-on Earth thro’ life have paft, 
With equal pace, from firft to ee 
Nor vex’d with paffions, nor with fpleen, 
Infipid, eafy, and ferene, $a 
Whofe heads were made too weak to heat | 
The weight of bufinefs, or of care, 

' Who without AZrit, without Crime, 

Contrive to while away: their. time, ey 

Nor Good, nor Bad, nor F ools, nor Wits, 
Mild JusricE with a {mile,- permits - 

| Still to purfue their darling ‘plan, — 

And find amufement how they can. 


The Beau, in gaudie% plumage dreft 
| With lucky Fancy, o’er the reft . 3 
Of Arr a curious mantle throws, - 

And chats among ‘his Brother BEAUX 3 
Or, if the weather’s fine and clear, 

No fign of rain or tempeft near, 
Encourag’d by the cloudlefs day, 

. Like gilded Butter flies at play, 


Vox, I. F 
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So lively All, fo gay, fo brifk, 
In air They flutter, float, and frifk, 


The BELLE (what mortal doth not know, 
 Bewves after death admire a Beau p) 
With happy grace renews her art, . 
To trap the Coxcomb’s wand’ring heart, 
- And after death, as whilft they live, | 


A heart is a// which Beaux can give. 


In fome ftill, folemn, facred fhade, 

' Behold a group of Avuruors laid, 
News-paper W1Ts, and SONNETEERS, 
Gentlemen Barns, and Riming PEERs, 
BroGRAPHERs, whofe wond’rous worth, 
Is fcarce remember’d now on earth, 

Whom | FIELDING’S humour led aftray, 
And plaintive Fors, debauch’d by: wigaiee 
All fit together 1 inaring, — 

And laugh and prattle, write and fing. 


On his cw works, with Jaure] crown’d, 


_ Neatly and elegantly bound, 


(For 
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(For. this is ove of many aia 

With writing Lords and Jaureat Fools, 
And which for ever muft fucceed 

With other Lords who cannot really 
However deftitute of wit, 

To make their works for BooK-CASE fit) 
Acknowleg’d Matter of thofe feats, 
CrpBer his Birth-Day Odes repeats. 


With Triumph now pofiefs that feat, 
With Triumph now thy Odes repeat, 
Unrivall’d Vigils proudly keep, 

Whiltt ev’ry hearer’s lull’d to fleep ; 

But know, Mluffrious Bard, when Fate, 
Which ftill purfues thy name with hate, | 

— The Regal Laurel blafts, which now 

-~ Blooms on the placid WHITEHEAD’s brow, 
Low mutt defcend thy Pride and Fame, 
And C1BBer’s be the fecond Name. 


Here TriFxe cough’d (for Coughing fill 
Bears witnefs of the Speaker’s fkill, - 
A neceflary piece of art, 
Of Rhe?’ric an effential part, 
2 And 
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And 4depts in the Speaking trade 
Keep a Cough by them ready made, 
Which they fuccefsfully difpenfe 
When at a lots for words or fenfe) 
Here TRIFLE cough’d, here paus’d—but while 
He ftrove to recollect his /mile, 
‘That happy engine of his art, 

_ Which triumph’d o’er the female heart, 
Crepuuiry, the Child of Foity, 

- Begot on Cioyfer’d MELANCHOLY, : 
Who heard, with grief, the florid Fool | 
Turn facred things to ridicule, 

And faw him, led by Wurm away, 

Stull farther from the, fubje@t ftray, - 

Juft in the happy nick, aloud, 

In fhape of Mn). addrefs’d the Crowd, 


Were we with Patience here to fit, 
Dupes to th’ impertinence of Wit, 
Till Trirze his harangue fhould end, - 
_A Greenland Night we might attend, 
Whilt He, with fluency of fpeech, 
Would various sighty nothings teach, 


( Here 
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(Here TriFve, fternly looking down, | 
Gravely endeavour’d at a Frown, 
But Nature unawares ftept in, 
| And, mocking, turn’d it to a Grin) 
And whites in Fancy’s Chariot hurl’d, 
We had been carried round the world, 
Involv’d in error ftill and doubt, 
He’d leave us where we firft fet out. - 
Thus Soldiers (in whofe exercife. - 
Material ufe with Grandeur vies) 
Lift up their legs with mighty pain, 
Only to fet them down again. 


Believe ye not (yes, ‘all I fee 

In found belief concur with me) 
That PRovipENCcE, for worthy ends, 

Tous diknown, this Spirit fends! 
Tho’ fpeechlefs lay the trembling tongue, 
Your Faith was on your features hung, 
Your Faith lin your eyes could fee, 
When ail were pale and ftar’d like me. 

‘ But feruples to prevent, and root 


Out ev’ry thadow of difpute, 


F2 PomPoso, 
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Pomposo, PLausiBie#, and I, 

With Fanny, have agreed to try 

A deep concerted fcheme—This night, 
To fix, or to deftroy HER quite. 

If it be True, before we've done, 
We'll make it glaring as the Sun ; 


If it be fa/z, admit’no doubt, 


Ere Morning’s dawn we'll find it out. 


_ Into the vaulted womb of Death, 
Where Fanny now, depriv’d of breath, 


Lies fefring, whilft her troubled Sprite 


_ Adds horrot to the gloom of night, 


Will Wz defcend, and bring from thence, 
Proofs of fuch force to Common Senfe, 
Vain Triflers fhall no more deceive, 

And Aruersrs tremble and believe. 


He faid, and ceas’d ; the Chamber rung — 


_ With due applaufe from év’ry tongue. 


The mingled found (now let me fee, 
Something by way of Simile) | 


Was it more like Strymonian Cranes, 


Or Winds, low murm'’ring, wher it rains, 
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Or drowjey hum of clufP ring Bees, 

Or the hoarfe roar of angry feas ? 

Or (ftill to heighten and explain, 

For elfe our Simile is vain) 

Shall we declare it, like all fours 

A Scream, a Murmer, Hum, and Roar ? 


Let Fancy now in awful ftate : 
Prefent this great TRIUMVIRATE, 
(A method which receiv’d we find 
In other cafes by mankind)... sant 3 | 2 
Eleéted with a joint confent, 

All Fools in Town to reprefent. 


The Clock ftrikes T welve—M— ftarts and {wears. 
In Oaths we know, as well-as Pray’rs, 
ReELrcion lies, and a Charch Brother 
May ufe at will or one or t’other, 
PLAusIBLE from his Caflock drew 
A holy Manual, feeming new ; 

A Book it was of private Pray’, 

But not a pin the worfe for wear, — 

For, as we by the bye may fay, 

None but /mai/ Saints in private pray. 
P 4 RELIGION, . 
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RELIGION, faireft Maid on earth, © 


As meek as good, who drew her birth’ 


From that bleft anion, when in heayen 


i ? ‘ 
_ Pieasure was Bride to Vir TvuE given; 


ReELicion, ever pleas’d to pray, 
Pofiefs’d the precious gift one day ;- 


kiypocrisy, of Cunninc born, 


Crept in and ftole it ere the morn. 


WuH—TE—D, that greateft of all Saints, 


Who always prays, and never faints, © 


Whom SHE to her own Brothers bore, =e 


Raprne and Lust, on Srvern’s fhore, 
Receiv’d it from the /guinting Dame ; — 


From Him to PLAUSIBLE it came, 


“Who, with unufual care opprett, 


Now trembling;: pull’d it’ from his’ breaft. 
Doubts in his boding heart arife, 

And fancied Spectres bla{t his eyes, 
Devorion fprings from abject fear, 
And ftamps his Pray’rs for once fincere, 


PomMPoso ( infolent and loud, 


Vain idol of a /ertbbling crowd, 


W hofe 
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Whofe very name infpires an awe, 
Whofe ev’ry word is Senfe and Law, 
For what his Greatnefs hath decreed, 
Like-Laws of Persita and of Mens, 
Sacred thro’ all the realm of Wit, 
Muft never of Repeal admit 5: 
Who, curfing flatt’ry, is the tool 
Of ev’ry fawning, flatt’ring fool ; 
Who wit with jealous eye furveys, 
_ And fickens at another’s praife ; 
Who, proudly feiz’d of Learning’s throne, 
Now damns all Learning but his own ; 
Who fcorns thofe common wares to trade in, | 
Reas’ning, Convincing, and Perfuading, 
But makes each Sentence current pafs 
With Puppy, Coxcomb, Scoundrel, Af; ; 
For ’tis with him a pa rule; 
. The Folly’s prov’d when he calls Fool; 
Who, to increafe his native ftrength, — 
Draws words fix fyllables in length, 
— With which, affifted with a frown 
By way of Club, he knocks us down ; 
Who ’bove the Vulgar dares to rife, 
And Senfe of Decency defies ; 

: . For 
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For this fame Decency is made | 
Only for Bunglers in: the trade, 
And, like the Gobweb Laws, is ftill 
Broke thro’ by Great ones when they will) — 
-Pomposo, with frong fenfe fupplied, 
Supported, and confirm’d by Pride, 
His Comrades’ terrors to beguile, 
Grinn’d horribly a ghaftl fmile: 
Features fo horrid, were it light, — 
Would put the Devil himfelf to flight. . 
Such were the Three in Name and Worth, 
Whom ZEAL and JUDGMENT fingled forth 
To try the Sprite on REASON’s plan, 
Whether it was of God or Man. 


Dark was the Night, it was that Hour 
When Terror reigns in falleft Pow’r, 
When, as the Learn’d of old have faid, 
‘The yawning Grave gives up her dead, 
When. Murper, Rapine by her fide, 
Stalks o’er the earth with Giant ftride ; 
Our QuixoTes (for that Knight of old 
Was not in Truth by half fo bold, 


‘Tho’ 
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Tho’ Reason at the fame time cries,» 
Our QuixorTes are not half fo wi/e, 
Since they, with other follies, boaft » 
An Expedition ’gainft a Gho/?) | 
Thro” the dull deep furrounding gloom, 
In clofe array, tow’rds Fanny’s tomb 
Adventur’d forth—CauTion before, 
With heedful ftep, the danthorn bore, 
Pointing at Graves ; and in the Rear, 
Trembling, and talking loud, went Frar. 
The Church-yard teem’d—th’ unfettled ground, 
As in an Ague, fhook around ; 
While in fome' dreary vault confin’d, 
Or riding on the hellow Wind, 
Horror, which turns the heart to ftone, 
In dreadful founds was heard to groan. 
All ftaring, wild, and out of breath, 
’ At length. they teach the place of death. 


A VAULT af Was, long time-apply'd 
To hold the laft remains of Pride: 
No Beggar there, of humble race, 
And humble fortunes, finds a place, 
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To reft in Pomp as well as Ea/e 
‘The only way’s to pay the Fees. 
Foois, Rocugs, and Wuorgs, if Rich and ately 
Proud e’en in death, HERE rot in State. 
No Thieves difrobe the wel/-dreft Dead, 
No Plumbers fteal the facred lead, 
Quiet and fafe the Bodies lie, 


_ No Sextons fel, no SuRGEoNs buy, 


Thrice each the pond’rous key apply'd, 
And thrice to turn it vainly try’d, 
“Till taught by Prudence to unite, 
_ And ftraining with colle&ed might, 
The ftubbori wards refift no more, 


But open flies the growling door. — 


Three paces back they fell amaz’d, 
- Like Statues ftood, like Madmen gaz’d ; 
The frighted blood forfakes the face, 
And feeks the heart with quicker pace ; 
The throbbing heart its fears declares, 
And upright ftand the briftled hairs ; 
The head in wild diftraétion fwims ; 
Cold fweats bedew the trembling limbs ; 
| | NATURE, 
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NATURE, : whilft Fears her bofom chill, 


Sufpends her Pow’rs, and Lire ftands ftill. 


Thus had they ftood till zow, but SHAME 
(An ufeful, tho’ neglected Dame, 
By Heav’n defign’d the Friend of M:n, 
Tho’ we degrade Her all we can, 
And ftrive, as our firft proof of Wit, 
. Her Name and Nature to forget) * 
Came to their aid in happy hour, » 
And with a:wand of mighty pow‘r 
Struck on their hearts ; vain Fears fubfide, 
- And baffled, leave the field to Pripe. 


Shall Tary, (forbid it Fame) thall Tuer 
The dictates of vile Fear obey? *— 
‘Shall They, the Jd/s of the’ Town, 
To Bughears Fancy form'’d bow down? — 
Shall they, «who oreatett zeal expreit, 
And undertook for all the reit, 
Whofe matchlefs Courage all admire, 
Inglorious from the tafk retire ? 
How would the Wicked Ones rejoice, 
And Infidels exalt their voice, 
7 If 
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. If M—e and PLAusise were found, = 


By Joadows aw’d,. to quit their ground ? 
How would Foo/s laugh, fhould it appear 
Pomposo was the flave of Fear? 


© Perith the thought ! tho’ to our eyes 


** Tn all its terrors Hell thould rife, 
‘“¢ Tho’ thoufand Ghofts, in dread array, 


“¢ With glaring eye-balls, crofs our way,. 


“ Tho’ Caution, trembling, ftands aloof, 
< Still we will on, and dare the proof,” 
They faid ; and without farther halt, 
Daiuntlefs march’d onward to the ‘VAULT. 


What mortal men, who e’er drew breath, 
Shall break into the Houfe of Dean, | 
With foot unhallow’d, and from thence 


_ The Myft’ries of that ftate difpenfe, . 


Unlefs they, with due rites, prepare 


_ Their weaker fenfe fuch fights to bear, - 


And gain permiffion from the Svate, - 
On Earth their journal to relate ? 


Ports themfelves,° without a crime, 


Cannot attempt it e’en in Rime, 


But 
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But always, on fach grand occafion, — ae 
Prepare a folemn Invocation, 
A Pofy for grim PLuro weave, 
And in fmooth numbers afk his leave. 
But why this Caution ? why prepare 
Rites, needlefs now ? for thrice in air. 
The Spirit of the Nicut hath /neez’d, 
And thrice hath clap’d his wings well-pleas’d. 


_ Descenp then TruTH, and guard thy fide, 
My Mufe, my Patronefs, and Guide! 
Let Others at Invention aim, 

“And feek by falfities for fame ; 

Our Story wants not, at this time, 
Flounces and Furbelows in Rime : 

Re'ate plain fas; be brief and bold; 
And let the Ports, fam’d of. old, 

Seek, whilft our artlefs tale we tell, — 

In vain to find a PARALLEL : 

Sirent ALL THREE WENT IN, ABOUT 


ALL ‘THREE TURN’D SILENT, and Came Our. 


END or tar SECOND BOOK; 
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